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Chapter 1

Everybody Said Jim Longley Was Crazy

t wasn’t only the frenzied way he fired bureaucrats and locked
every door in sight and ran through the snow at four o’clock in
the morning that made people say Jim Longley was crazy.
And it wasn’t his belief that political parties were passe, that he could
run a state government the way he ran his insurance agency and that he
could cut the budget by twenty-five per cent in an era when inflation
doubled the cost of everything government bought and did.
Nor was it his impassioned defenses-of motherhood, his sexuality of
phrase, his midnight epistles comparing his character to other people’s
characters, or his suspicion that politicians and bureaucrats and
teachers and state worker unions and women and newsmen were out to
get him.
It was all of these things, but it was also his eyes. Blazing from
recesses deep under the rutted overhang of his forehead, the eyes ran up
and down you and played over your face like searchlights sweeping
the sky for an enemy plane. Arrested in their blue glare, people either
voted for him, bought one of his life insurance policies, wished he were
President of the United States or looked as though at any moment they
might turn and run.
One of the craziest things Jim Longley ever did was to think he could
become the governor of Maine without a party, without a political
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organization, without campaign experience, running on an
independent “Longley for Me.” ticket. Politicians laughed. Polls gave
him eight per cent of the vote.
It was 1974, the year of the Watergate denouement. Immediately
after the election the national news media began a pilgrimage to
Maine’s capital, Augusta, to write and broadcast reports on the man
who had become the first independent to win a governorship in nearly
forty years and only the third to do so in the twentieth century. Augusta
was a small, quiet city as unremarkable in its appearance as it had been
— until now — in its politics, a place where there never was much going
on. Aside from the State House, a green-domed building on a knoll
overlooking the river, there was little that struck you about the place. It
had a few streets of colonial houses gradually being turned into offices
for lawyers and lobbyists, some fast-food restaurants and discount
stores on the road to the turnpike, a downtown street of stores that
looked as if they might be going out of business and a tenement section
where lived the French-Canadians who worked in the textile mill and
the paper mill.
From the reports of the nationwide newsmen, the residents of the city
learned with the rest of the people of Maine that they had not simply
elected themselves a governor but a prototype of a post-Watergate
politician. The national newsmen said he was at the forefront of a new
national third party movement. He was a future vice-presidential and
even a presidential candidate. He was proof — and warning — that the
two-party system was not sacrosanct, that the accustomed Democratic
and Republican monopolies on votes were not inviolable, that as Maine
went in 1974, so the nation could go anytime in the future.
The national newsmen did not say he was crazy because of the
strange things he did and said. Instead, it was as if these things helped
to make him what they said he was, as though strangely was the way a
post-Watergate prototype behaved. The furthest they would go was to
say he was intense.
Maine reporters who covered him every day, usually spoke of him in
terms less euphemistic, as did Maine politicians, bureaucrats, and
State House office clerks and janitors. Lacking the national newsmen’s
perspective, they also tended to think of his future as being less grand.
They were betting he would not last till summer.
That was why Joe Sewall, the president of the Maine Senate, wasn’t
surprised when Longley, less than two months after taking office, came
bursting through his door one day to announce he wanted to teach
Sewall how to be governor of Maine.
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As Senate president, Sewall was constitutionally next in line for the
governorship. He also had his bet down, but hadn’t figured the call
would come so soon.
Longley stood inside the doorway of the senator’s third floor office.
His eyebrows slanted up pleadingly, cracking creases' across his
forehead as if it were the ground over a fault.
“Joe,” he said, “I want to teach you how to be governor.”
He looked and sounded earnest. He said nothing more. For some
moments his eyes worked Sewall over. Then, as abruptly as he had
entered, Longley bolted out the door.
Sewall stared after him. Presently he shrugged his lanky shoulders
and turned to his window. Through the bare black branches of the elm
trees was the frozen Kennebec River, beyond it a snow-covered hillside
and the bleak buildings of the State Hospital.
“It won’t be long now,” Sewall said to himself.
Jim Longley knew about the betting, knew that behind his back they
did not call him a prototype, they called him El Whacko. It made him
feel bad. He would grow angry. He would become self-righteous. He
wasn’t a quitter, he said. They underestimated his staying power, he
said. Then he would think of the four long years ahead. He would look
lonely and afraid. He consoled himself with the thought that he always
could go back to the Sanforizer. He had never actually worked on a
Sanforizer, a device for preshrinking fabrics. Once when he was a kid
he applied for a job on such a machine at the mill in Lewiston, his
hometown. His older brother, who was working at the mill, chased him
home. Still, he liked to tell people about the Sanforizer, how he could
always go back to it.
He tried to show he was tough.
“I see somebody exploiting people, I don’t walk around them, I walk
through them,” he would say.
When he talked bravely, it seemed to help quiet the emotions that
sometimes rose in him and made him say outrageous things. He’d never
outlive the infamy of the night he invited legislative leaders to a
get-acquainted dinner at the Blaine House, the governor’s mansion,
and called them “pimps ” over dessert.
But Sewall was wrong; for it wasn’t the thought of quitting that had
prompted Jim Longley to jog up the stairs and crash through Sewall’s
door this February day in 1975.
The day had begun much like many of the new governor’s days —
chaotically. First, he threw out of his office Halsey Smith, one of
Maine’s most prominent bankers, director of the University of Maine’s
Center for Research and Advanced Study, the very man who a few years
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earlier had recommended Longley to head a businessmen’s study of
state government which had catapulted him to the governorship.
Longley had invited Smith to his office to introduce him to the press as
chairman of a new committee he was appointing.
Smith’s mistake was taking the invitation literally. He thought being
invited to the governor’s office meant being invited into the governor’s
office. So he showed up early, strolled past the guardian of the door, as
if he knew what he was doing, into an outer suite of offices where the
governor’s aides, secretaries and filing clerks worked away under
stark sketches of cold winter scenes. Smith often had been invited to
Augusta by previous governors and it always had been all right to stroll
in and chat, so he did.
Longley, in his inner office, munching on molasses cookies beneath
the Great Seal and a wall of framed sayings to live by, must have sensed
a foreign presence outside. His nerves got on edge whenever he had to
face the press and that may have made his senses extra sharp. He
peeped outside his door. There was Smith, sitting by the desk of Jimmy
McGregor, Longley’s most trusted aide.
“Nobody’s supposed to be in here!” Longley bellowed across the
room.
Smith didn’t move because he wasn’t sure the nobody was him.
Longley decided to be more specific.
“Nobody’s supposed to be bothering Jim McGregor!” he hollered.
He turned to his bodyguard, Willard Parker, a big and gentle state
trooper whom Longley was driving crazy.
“Willard!” he demanded.
Longley slammed the door and Willard, who raised chickens on his
farm and dreamed of a day when he might be able to make a living out
of it, went over to Smith and threw him out.
As soon as he had become governor, Jim Longley decided that he
didn’t want people strolling into his office, so he locked all the doors
and no one could come in. He installed a Dutch door in one of the
doorways and opened the top half of it. If anyone wanted anything
inside he had to stand outside in the hallway and make his request to
the guardian of the door, a young girl with a nice complexion who
didn’t smile very often.
Right away the press said the closed doors were a contradiction
because Longley had promised an open administration. He in turn
accused the press of having a door fixation. He could be thankful the
newsmen had never found out about inauguration night when he
locked his wife Helen and himself out of their Blaine House bedroom.
They were having guests over to celebrate. He went through the upstairs
4
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of the mansion slipping the latches on the locks so no one could get into
the family rooms. When their guests had gone and he and Helen were
ready to turn in, they couldn’t get into their bedroom because the door
had not been locked in years and no one knew where the key was.
It had taken state policemen a long time to get them to bed. A
trooper had to crawl out on the snowy roof and jimmy the window.
The Maine press always was picking on things like that. Like the
Lincoln Continental Mark IV limousine he wanted to have. The
newsmen wouldn’t let him have it because they said that wasn’t what a
person who got elected as a conscientious cost-cutter would let himself
be chauffered around in when the previous big-spending Democrat of a
governor drove a Plymouth.
He ordered the limousine anyway; he would pick it up when the heat
was off. But the press wouldn’t let it go. Bill Frederick of United Press
International kept calling to ask when it would be delivered because he
wanted to send a photographer down. So there it sat, in Steve Cardelli’s
Park Motor Mart in Auburn, and Longley didn’t dare pick it up even
though he had told them about his bad back and how he didn’t think
the people of Maine wanted their governor to ride around, with a bad
back, in a Plymouth. Eventually he had to tell Cardelli to send the
limousine back to Detroit. He had to ride in the Plymouth.
When Longley was ready for the news conference, he sent Willard
Parker to fetch Smith, who now was sitting out in the hall next to a
selection of South African magazines showing how happy black and
white South Africans were under apartheid.
Longley greeted him warmly. He didn’t say anything about throwing
nobody out of his office. He pinned one of his blue and white Think
About It buttons on Smith’s lapel. He wanted everybody to wear one
when they went on camera with him. Think About It had been his
campaign slogan. He still wore his button on his left lapel. It was his
blue and white badge of courage, the sign of his struggle, his
achievement, his identity. In post-election interviews he got into a
running dispute with his advertising man, Jack Havey, over who
thought about Think About It first. Havey said he thought up Think
About It after a meeting with Longley right at the start of the
campaign. Longley claimed he thought about Think About It even
before that. He said he used to say Think About It when he was selling
life insurance in Lewiston. He’d get his customers to consider how
much better off they’d be with one of his policies and that’s what he’d
say, Think About It. Havey must have thought about it after having
heard him say Think About It, he thought.
Longley and Smith walked into the adjoining news conference room
5
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like two pals and sat down at the head of a long table, around which sat
a dozen or more reporters. At the far end were four television film
cameras, one of which made a loud squeaking noise.
Once Longley was settled in his chair he didn’t look nervous at all. In
his dark blue business suit, gold watch, class ring and Think About It
button he looked very smart, very executive. John Cole of Maine Tinies,
for whom Longley had nothing but compassion, once described him as
having “death’s head” features. His cavernous eyes and high globe of a
forehead, with only a few hairs remaining to break the sweep of skin
from brow to crown, gave his face a certain skull-like quality. But his
jaw was square and strong and though the creases cut deeply, they gave
him a rugged look of weathering rather than of age. He was fifty years
old and he had no fat. He played tennis and he skied. He didn’t merely
jog — he ran. Every morning, long before sunrise, he ran through the
capital’s snowy streets while everyone else slept.
After introducing Smith and reading a statement, Longley asked if
there were any questions about the committee Smith would head. It
would be called the Committee on Maine’s Future and it was going to
decide what Maine’s future would be for the next one hundred years.
No one had any questions.
Were there any questions about anything else? There followed
another little embarrassed silence as the reporters tried to think of
some questions.
After a while. Bob Bergeron, a freelancer, asked about hostile
student reaction to a speech Longley had given at the University of
Maine. Longley had been critical of the school and its administration
which, for once having opposed him, was on the list of enemies he had
selected for himself.
The trouble with the students, they had no respect. Using a
photograph of him with his reading glasses perched on the end of his
nose and his finger in the air, they had designed an unflattering poster
with a quote from his speech (“You know, when we were talking about
budget, perspectively, it’s easier to talk retrospectively with specifics
than prospectively.”) In protest to his cuts in the university’s budget,
the students printed phony dollar bills they called Longley Bucks. A
Longley tee shirt also appeared on campus. Beneath his picture were
the words, Your Governor. He usually referred to himself in the
third person, sometimes just as Jim Longley but more frequently since
his election as Your Governor or, occasionally, as Governor Elected By
All Of The People.
Bergeron, a small, aggressive man, wiped his nose with the back of
his index finger, a nostril at a time.
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Longley said he was pleased to visit with the students. He gave
Bergeron the one about disagreement being healthy so long as one is
not disagreeable. And after leaving the campus, he said, he had had
great reaction to his visit. How great? Well, two telephone calls. And all
of them, he was forced to admit, didn’t necessarily express agreement
in all areas.
“But better understanding,” he hastened to add. “And I think that’s
important.”
He seemed to have tensed up considerably. It was easy to see he did
not like Bergeron, but then he did not know Bergeron was an orphan.
Ordinarily he loved orphans.
Somebody asked about Air Canada starting flights into Maine and
Longley answered by saying he couldn’t talk about it; it involved a
company in competition for business.
Bergeron had his hand up again.
“What’s competitive, governor? They’ve already been awarded the
run by Ottawa and it’s just a matter of going through some
fundamental things at the FAA.”
“I’m sorry,” Longley said. “I didn’t mean that singularly or
subjectively. I mean it objectively.”
Bergeron looked as though he did not know what that meant. The
subject was changed. A reporter asked about the Maine Guarantee
Authority’s prospects for selling a giant sugar beet plant in Aroostook
County. The state had taken it over when its owner defaulted on ten
million dollars in state guaranteed loans.
That was easy to answer, too.
“I’ve avoided transgressing in the area of the sugar beet question,”
Longley said easily. “I hope you respect, I am not trying in any way to
take on any authority I do not have. It would be most improper for me,
I think, to transgress in the area of the Maine Guarantee Authority, as
it relates to a potential buyer.”
Only a few months earlier, Longley as governor-elect had stopped the
Maine Guarantee Authority from selling the plant to a group of
businessmen that included its former owner, Fred Vahlsing, who now
was suing Longley. Pat Sherlock of the Associated Press reminded him
of what he had done and asked if that had not been a transgression.
Longley’s mouth sank at the corners.
“I think that’s a fair question,” he smiled weakly.
“Pat Sherlock is referring to the fact that I was the person, as the
governor-elect, that expressed opposition to the sale to Mr. Vahlsing,”
he explained in a nonchalant way.
He admitted he had done this. But it clearly hadn’t been a
7
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transgression, he said, because he had opposed the sale not as a
governor-elect but as a citizen of Maine.
True, he had done so at a news conference at which reporters may
have thought of him as a governor-elect even though he was simply
another citizen of Maine who, as it happened, had been elected
governor. Such a citizen perhaps could be thought of, and even referred
to, as a governor-elect. But in his case he clearly was a citizen of Maine.
“And so I do not believe at all that it was a transgression,” he
concluded.
Sherlock traded smirks with the other reporters and several hands
shot up. The governor seemed to pale. Looking around, he selected the
hand of the nicest reporter there, Jean Murray of a Portland station,
WCSH-TV. She was fifty and had five children and always asked nice
questions. Unlike some reporters who went about with narrowed eyes,
acting as if they trusted no one, especially high officials, Jean seemed to
trust everyone, particularly high officials.
This time, however, she would surprise them all. She had thought up
a tough question.
She started by apologizing.
“Governor, I don’t mean to be impertinent,” she said and Longley
instinctively seemed to brace himself. “I’ve heard you say many times
that you want, and appreciate, having your department heads having
the number one and two men under them — persons under them —”
she added quickly as other women reporters frowned.
“One and two persons — thank you,” Longley interjected, showing a
smile.
“. . .one and two persons,” Jean corrected herself happily; “. . .the
one and two persons under them ready to step into the top spot should
the number one man — or woman — be out for any period of time.
Now, under our Maine constitution, Senator Joe Sewall would be your
number two man, actually, should you want to step —”
She started to say step down but changed her mind. Step down
wasn’t nice.
. .should you be. . .”
“He would be our number two man,” Longley interrupted
good-naturedly. He seemed quite relaxed again. “That’s very
important.”
“He would be our number two man should you be —”
“That’s very important,” Longley winked to everyone, showing he
was teasing her.
“— be unavailable for a short time,” she finally got out, and smiled
nicely.
8

Everybody Said Jim Longley Was Crazy
Then she stuck it to him.
“Have you done anything to keep Senator Sewall sort of in touch with
what you are trying to do?” she said as forcefully as she could, then
looked worried that she might have been too forceful.
Longley froze. He looked as if he had not expected it, not of her.
“Yes, I’m trying in every way,” he mumbled. “But, uh, I think we
need to do much more. That’s an excellent point. Thank you.”
Someone horned in with another question and Smith answered it.
The governor didn’t appear to be listening. He nearly had been caught
again. He hadn’t tried in any way to keep Senator Sewall sort of in
touch with what he was trying to do.
He had been caught before, stretching the truth and shrinking the
truth, making whole truths of half truths and half truths of whole
truths, and those who caught him knew when he did not tell the truth,
but most of the people were not close enough to catch him and most of
the people did not know.
The professionals tried to catch him, he believed, because they could
never forgive him, a non-politician, for beating the Democratic and
Republican candidates for governor. They had said he could never win.
Labor leaders wouldn’t invite him to candidates’ nights. Professional
politicians called him naive. Editorial writers said a vote for him would
be a wasted vote.
And when he had won, and they all were proven wrong, they attacked
him and his family mercilessly. One of those women’s liberation
persons who worked for Maine Times wrote that he had invited her out
for a drink in Bangor. That was a vicious thing to do. His bodyguard
had been with him that night and so had been his son so there was
nothing wrong with asking.
He cancelled his Maine Times subscription after that. So did a lot of
his friends. But Peter Cox, its publisher, laughed and said he obviously
hadn’t stopped reading it —just because he occasionally happened to
write a letter to the editor protesting its distortions. So he had to stop
writing but he got his friends and supporters to write instead and when
their letters appeared it was proof the people were behind him - not the
bureaucrats, not the professional politicians, not the labor leaders who
didn’t speak for their memberships, not certain vicious and spiteful
newspersons for whom he had nothing but compassion, but the people.
The people gave him thirty-nine per cent of the vote and although that
meant sixty-one per cent voted for someone else, he still had finished
first, nearly three percentage points ahead of the Democrat and sixteen
points in front" of the Republican and that made him the winner, the
governor, but he always knew he would be because he had been to the
9
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mill gates and he knew the people were for him.
The Maine press may have chosen to ignore that fact but the national
press didn’t. As far as he was concerned, there was only one really fair
newspaper in Maine and it was the Bangor Daily News. During the
campaign he had made a special point of inviting its editorial writer,
Paul Reynolds, a nice clean cut young fellow, out for an ice cream
sundae, and he knew it was Reynolds who had gone to bat for him and
got the News to endorse him. That editorial had clinched it because the
News was the biggest newspaper in the state and he needed that kind of
legitimatization to overcome the unfair treatment by the newspapers
which did not endorse him.
Reynolds was just a young fellow in his twenties and they lingered
over their sundaes three and a half hours. Afterwards Reynolds said he
had been intrigued but also worn out because it was a very exhausting
experience staying with Longley because he was so damned. . .intense.
And he said he wanted to write that editorial more than anything.
Longley made sure to put Reynolds on Halsey Smith’s Committee on
Maine’s Future. With vision like his, who better could sort out the next
hundred years?
What was important now was to keep from being caught by the
others, who could never forgive him. Because if you were caught it
could ruin what people thought of you and that was important for what
you were.
So he ran upstairs, which was good for the body, past the portraits of
Israel Washburn and Enoch Lincoln and the other Maine governors
which hung on the walls where one day his portrait also would hang,
and he ran down the corridor to Joe Sewall’s office. And he went in and
told him.
And that was the last Joe Sewall ever heard about learning to be
governor.
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Chairman Longley

hey found Jim Longley at a funeral.
It hadn’t been hard to track him down for, with an Irishman’s
love for a good wake, he often turned up where people were dead
or moribund. He trailed after coffins like the smell of flowers. Always
he was first at the bedside of the dying patient.
Thanatopsis, a contemplation of death, was a favorite poem.
When he was a boy he saw his father die.
On this particular day they were all up at the house after the burial
when the telephone rang and a hand beckoned him to it.
It was the governor’s office. Could he come to lunch at the Blaine
House? Governor Curtis had something important to speak to him
about.
It was the first day of June of 1972 and Jim Longley said he would
come as soon as he possibly could but there had been this death. . .this
funeral. . .his father’s good friend.
Yes, they knew. . . .
They made a date and he came back to the other mourners,
wondering what Ken Curtis could want. It must be important for them
to call him here.

T
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When he arrived at the Blaine House, Curtis led him to a dining
room table with lace doilies and silver settings, sat him down and served
him with the way to the governorship.
Of course then Curtis did not know that Jim Longley was ambitious
for anything other than for the selling of insurance, and so he said,
“Jim, I want you to be chairman of the Maine Management and Cost
Survey Commission.”
It was to be a study to see whether the things state government did
could be done more efficiently at less expense. It was going to cost a
hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Curtis hoped it would placate
critics who accused him of being a spendthrift.
He had gotten the idea from a Chicago businessman named Warren
King who made a living consulting businessmen studying governments
and urging governments to get businessmen to study them. King helped
clinch the deal by letting Curtis in on talk that the Republicandominated Legislature might order the study independently of Curtis.
Such a move might be an attempt to embarrass the Democratic
governor and avenge his 1970 victory over a Republican who had
claimed he could cut government costs by ten per cent.
Curtis now needed someone who could sell the idea to Maine
businessmen and get them to pitch in with manpower as well as the
money to pay for the thing. Above all, he needed a man he could trust,
who wouldn’t use the study to bag Curtis’ administration or plug his
own political career.
Jim Longley was his second choice.
His first was Halsey Smith.
Smith, then president of the Casco Bank, turned him down after
concluding that similar studies elsewhere had produced chiefly what he
called “funny money” savings — savings claimed by transferring,
deferring or otherwise disguising spending; savings on paper, not in
cash. What’s more, Maine’s topnotch business managers had let Smith
know they didn’t have time for another state study destined to die on a
bookshelf beside the brittle remains of earlier reports. The junior and
middle level executives pr<?ffered as stand-ins, Smith felt, were either
too green or too mediocre.
Smith drew up a list of a dozen other businessmen who might do as
chairman. On it was the name of James Bernard Longley, one of
twenty-five directors of Smith’s bank. Smith didn’t know him well, only
that he was from Lewiston, sold insurance, and that he constantly was
sounding off on efficiency and management at directors’ meetings,
trying to birddog things that really were none of his business,
day-to-day things in running a bank.
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To Curtis it was a familiar name that went with a familiar face.
Longley was a Democrat with money, a good kind of person to have on
a list. In Curtis’ 1970 campaign, Longley had stepped forward and said
he believed in Curtis and what he was doing and he wanted to work for
his re-election; this had struck Curtis as somewhat strange because
Longley was a prolific letter writer who had vehemently opposed Curtis’
advocacy of an income tax to pay for social welfare programs. Longley
joined the campaign and did something.
No one was sure what. Longley later said he organized Curtis’
campaign headquarters, which surprised Curtis’ campaign manager,
who thought he had organized it. Longley said he met with the
candidate almost every morning to map out strategy, which surprised
the candidate, who only remembered him once opening his lakeside
summer home for a meeting. Curtis recalled that Longley took the
opportunity to sell him additional life insurance.
Whatever it was Longley had done, Curtis was sure he worked hard
at it. They had gone to Portland law school together and even then
Longley was charging hard in a hundred directions, trying to sell
everybody insurance policies, trying to carve a civic identity for himself,
trying to raise a family, trying to persuade his classmates to take notes
for him so he could graduate (it took him ten years). They didn’t
socialize; Curtis, just home from the merchant marine, was with a
crowd that was young and single and interested in chasing skirts.
Longley, half a dozen years older, was chasing success.
“Gee, I don’t know, Ken,” Longley said in response to Curtis’ offer.
A pale elderly woman in a white uniform poured coffee. She smelled of
dusting powder.
“What we’re looking for is for ways to take the system, good or bad,
the programs, good or bad, and deliver them more efficiently,” Curtis
explained. “We’re not interested in a political, philosophical argument
about whether welfare’s good or bad. This whole thing could very easily
go off the deep end if we’re not careful. Because the business
community tends to say get rid of the loafers on unemployment, fire
half the state employees — that’s how you save money. That’s not their
decision. You understand that, I know.”
“Oh, I understand. But the thing is, Ken, I think it would take a lot
of time. I’ve been spending too much time away from home, away from
my business, as it is, on this Million Dollar Roundtable thing — our
insurance organization. I’m the president.”
“All we want you to do is a day a week. Supervise, kind of.”
“Gee, 1 dpn't know, Ken. I’ve been promising Helen and also the
kids. . . .”
13
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“You’ll have the consultants right there. Warren King’s done this in
lots of states. They’ve got it down to a fine art. I’m asking you, Jim,
because I need a guy who won’t be using this politically, a guy who
won’t try to butcher me. We don’t care if you find things we’ve done
wrong. We’re not trying to cover that up. What we don’t want is a guy
who’s looking for ways to embarrass us to help his political candidacy.”
Longley gave a little laugh and shook his head. “If there was ever a
non-politician, Ken. . . .”
Longley thought about it as he drove home. It would take a lot of
time. It would be a sacrifice. But in the end, he said later, he had
thought of Ken and Polly, how they had only one remaining child
because their other child had died. And here he was with five healthy
children. And Ken Curtis was asking for his help.
He called Curtis and said he wasn’t committing himself but he would
think about it. He would visit some states that had bought studies
consulted by Warren King before making up his mind.
A few days later he went to Montreal to an insurancemen’s
convention. Lester Pearson, the former Canadian prime minister, was
there as a guest. Longley had shaken his hand once before. He said he
asked him — he wasn’t shy about asking such things — whether he
should accept the chairmanship of the Maine Management and Cost
Survey Commission.
“I’ll never forget,” he recalled nostalgically afterwards. A
photograph of Lester was on the windowsill behind his desk. “He asked
me, he said to me: ‘If you don’t do this, what are you going to do with
your time? From what I know about you, if it’s not spent in this area,
it’s going to be spent in some other area trying to help people.’ ”
He sighed. It was true.
All that summer he traveled to other states. He could not have helped
but notice that the studies invariably were named after the chairmen —
and their names had become household words.
He came home and told Curtis he’d do it. He asked him to pledge an
all-out effort to implement whatever was recommended. Curtis gave
his word: He would not take it lightly. He would do his best to
implement any reasonable recommendation. In return Longley gave his
word: He would not use the study politically. He would undertake it as
a tribute to Ken Curtis.
Curtis, knowing nothing is so unreasonable as a dumb recommenda
tion, named him chairman.
Longley began to assemble his campaign staff.

***
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He called it the Operating Committee. He handpicked its members:
three paper company officials, a bank officer, a shipyard engineer, a
small college business manager and a chicken company treasurer. Each
was a crony or a friend of a crony. Upon each he bestowed the title of
Team Leader.
Their job was to supervise the swarm of executives let loose by Maine
businessess to count the ways in which state government was wasting
their money. Some state offices were large and imposing and it always
wasn’t easy for the executives to understand what was going on. Often
they were intimidated by gruff and impatient department heads who
gave confusing explanations of the state laws and federal titles under
which their offices functioned.
They probed here and poked there, chatted with nervous office
managers, asked pretty secretaries to lunch and came up with two
thousand one hundred ways in which state offices were mismanaged
and money poorly spent. They had had to hurry because the state had
thousands of workers performing thousands of tasks and they had only
twelve weeks to study it all.
The executives reported back to Chairman Longley and the Team
Leaders who, after rejecting some proposals and reshaping others, put
together a package of eight hundred and seven recommendations
which, they contended, would save the state twenty-four million dollars.
Two Team Leaders went away soon after the Longley Report, the
final product of the Longley Commission (as expected, the official title
had been discarded by newspaper headline writers because it wouldn’t
fit and by everyone else because it was too much to say), was unveiled in
September 1973. Curtis wished the others would go away, too. Already
rumors were flying that Longley had his sights set on the governorship
and though Curtis didn’t believe them, they made him nervous. But
Longley wouldn’t go home. He kept saying his work wasn’t done; he
insisted on seeing the Report through to implementation. The
Operating Committee was beginning to evolve into a campaign
committee, and Longley secured a place for it in the State House. After
his election its members would be joined by other small businessmen in
a kitchen cabinet of shopkeepers who helped design executive policy,
recommended the hiring and firing of public employees, turned the
tables on department heads by intimidating them, and generally made
life miserable for those who might oppose Jim Longley.
He let the Team Leaders in on his intentions shortly after the
Legislature convened in January 1974 to debate the Longley Report.
“Fellows,” he said, “what would you think if I were to run for
governor?”
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They cheered and shouted.
Looking at each of them closely, he pressed a second question:
“But do you think I’d be a good governor?”
“You’d be a great governor!” they sang out.
For a long time they had been saying he ought to run and they were
overjoyed to hear him say so too. They were mad because some
recommendations of the Longley Report were being questioned,
opposed, defeated. Here they were, businessmen volunteers trying to
improve government with their business know-how, and government
was resisting them. First the Curtis administration had weeded out
recommendations it said were dumb and, therefore, unreasonable. Now
the Legislature was taking its turn.
“Jim, you’re going to have to run for governor so we can make some
progress on some of these things,” a Team Leader had joked in
frustration once before. After a while it was only a little bit of a joke.
Then it was no joke at all.
The Team Leaders had been promoting the idea since Longley
had recruited them, inspired them and set them to work. They’d sit
down to coffee with a couple of study team executives under their
command; they’d chat casually about how government was inefficient
at about everything except harrassing businessmen; then a Team
Leader would say, “Now if Jim Longley were governor. . .”
It took off from there, gaining altitude as Longley increasingly
banged into bureaucrats and politicians and broke with the Curtis
administration.
Longley didn’t like it when people said he was using the study as his
stepping stone. Otherwise, he seemed to delight in the rumor. People
really were looking at him as a man who could be governor. Thanks to
the study, he had a name, a cause — and a campaign committee. It was
within his reach to become the kind of hero he always admired, a hero
like those of Atlas Shrugged, one of his favorite books. He already had
Hank Reardon’s steely blue eyes, Dagney Taggert’s perseverance,
Ragnar Danneskjold’s daring, John Gait’s deep concern with the state
of the world. . . .
He helped spread the rumor by the surest means of all: he denied it.
As often as he could.

***
Up until the final weeks of the study, Longley’s businessmen and
Curtis’ bureaucrats got along as well as people who distrust each other
can get along, the former believing the latter worked for the state
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because they couldn’t make it on the outside, the latter fearing the
former would find out something to cause them to lose their jobs.
The distrust turned into open hostility in May of 1973 when Longley
went to Curtis with his great idea. His businessmen researchers had
concluded that some campuses of the state university were inefficient,
and he wanted Curtis to halt construction of new buildings on them.
The Longley Report, due out in a few months, was going to propose the
colleges be closed or scaled down, so the buildings wouldn’t be
necessary. It further envisioned, he confided, a restructuring of the
whole of public higher education, including a merger of the state
university with vocational schools.
Curtis didn’t think the idea was great. The buildings were ready to
go; delay could only add to their costs. They had been authorized by the
Legislature and ratified by voters in bond issue referenda. The
university had only recently gone through a full reorganization,
including a merger with the state colleges, after painstaking
deliberations by higher education experts who had more than twelve
weeks to study the subject. Besides, it seemed to him the Longley
Commission was straying from its purpose of trying to improve the
efficiency of programs and trespassing into their reason for being.
Longley’s eyebrows slanted up, his forehead crinkled and he looked
hurt. He reminded Curtis of his promise not to treat the Commission’s
recommendations lightly.
“We’re all doing this for you,” Curtis recalled Longley saying.
“We’ve given time and money. Gosh, I hardly see Helen and the kids
anymore. And it’s the first thing we’ve asked.”
Curtis ordered a hold on the construction contracts. He knew that he
couldn’t hold them long because he would be taken to court and that he
would lose. He asked Longley to make his case to the university’s board
of trustees. The trustees were the responsible governing body and if
they could agree on the buildings, he’d go along.
“Thanks so much, Ken,” Longley said, then did his best to avoid the
trustees. He exchanged acrimonious letters with the university’s
chancellor, Donald McNeil, who quickly became an enemy — one of
several Longley seemed to cultivate for his political career the way
another politician might cultivate allies.
Longley began to hint darkly about flaws in McNeil’s character;
except occasionally when he realized the person to whom he was hinting
was a friend of the chancellor; then he might say, as he said to one
trustee: “You know, I really like Don. I’ve invited him to my house and
I only have my friends over.” Then, as if to share in the goodness he had
just bestowed upon him, he added: “He’s just like me.” To others, he
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accused the chancellor of running a “Gestapo” spy network, a charge
based on the fact that campus presidents routinely reported visits by
Longley’s businessmen.
When he at last sat down with the trustees, the Longley Report had
been long out. Positions had hardened. The university proposals had
been left intact. The trustees had unanimously voted to oppose them.
Longley didn’t help matters by bringing to one meeting his newest aide,
Artemus Weatherbee, a former American representative to the Asian
Development Bank (“A.E. Weatherbee, Embassador, Retired,” he
signed his letters). At about this time, Weatherbee was vilifying the
trustees for refusing to stop a campus homosexual club from holding a
convention, which he labeled a “conference of queers.” Not the most
diplomatic language from an Embassador, retired, but it did show he
shared an interest in homosexuals with Jim Longley, who once claimed
in the printed text of a speech that homosexuality was on the rise in
America because of the Women’s Liberation Movement. Weatherbee
would become one of Longley’s first appointees to the university’s
board of trustees.
The meeting was fruitless, notable only for Longley’s discovery in the
middle of the session that it was being taped. Amid several allusions to
Watergate, he demanded that the tape recorder be turned off. Only
after repeated apologies by the trustees and explanations that all their
meetings were recorded, that nothing sinister or surreptitious lurked in
their hearts, that, indeed, the recorder was there in plain view — that’s
why he saw it — only then did he allow the tape to run. He asked for a
transcript, just in case.
During the time Longley was hiding out from the trustees, Curtis was
taking a hiding from just about everyone. News of the contract freeze
and the reason behind it had spread quickly. Legislators called his
action illegal. Educators protested that the idea of cutting back the
small campuses had been explored and rejected before. People who
lived near the campuses pleaded that the schools were their only hope
for higher education, their only opportunity for culture in places that
were remote and lonely and poor.
“Do you know what they did here?” a campus official once
protested. “Longley and his bunch? Two junior bank officers spent a
total of four hours here, never saw the president, only talked with the
business manager. Then they turn around, without any understanding
of what they’re doing, and come up with all this crap.”
Curtis’ staff sent him daily memos updating the list of protestors.
They didn’t have to remind him that he was rapidly losing standing to
criticize Richard Nixon for impounding funds for federally-aided
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construction projects in Maine when he was doing the same thing for
construction projects in Fort Kent, Presque Isle, Machias, Bangor.
By midsummer, Curtis couldn’t stand it any longer. He released the
contracts. Longley went to see him. He was disappointed in him, and
told him so. He told the Team Leaders so. They said he’d make a great
governor.

***
Longley had a chance to be disappointed in Curtis again when, with
the release of the Longley Report in the autumn of 1973, he requested
authorization to enter state offices with his Team Leaders to personally
supervise the adoption of their ideas.
This time Curtis refused. State workers were jittery enough.over
Longley’s plans to reorganize departments, abolish bureaus and
eliminate jobs. Curtis told him it was improper for private businessmen
to be placed in supervisory positions over public employees.
As their relationship unwound, whatever confidence Curtis ever had
in the Longley Report evaporated. The governor regretted the whole
project. He would still go through the motions of pretending to be
grateful, making perfunctory efforts to adopt recommendations. He did
not say his heart was no longer in it but the whole of his administration
sensed it, and understood. And it breathed easier.
One sign of Curtis’ attitude was his appointment of a close friend,
Linwood Ross, to oversee the implementation of proposals which could
be adopted administratively — the bulk of the report — and the draft
ing of legislation for proposals requiring new law. A bureaucrat himself
(chief of state purchasing), Ross was known for his easy-going nature,
his quiet informality. He was not a man to enforce a hard line on the
Longley Report.
“That’s like hiring the fox to guard the chicken coop,” Longley
complained. Soon he was protesting that Ross was handing the job of
drafting legislation over to the very departments that would be affected
by it. To which Ross replied that because the Report had little in the
way of data to back up its recommendations, and because Longley had
backed out of a pledge to review them with department heads
beforehand, the expertise of the departments was needed to prepare the
proposals for the Legislature.
In addition to his official assignment, Ross was playing an
unannounced role of keeping Longley at arm’s length from Curtis, who
was being worn out by Longley’s incessant intrusions (when he couldn’t
get in to see the governor, he’d slip notes under his door) and by the
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complaints he generated. The last year of his final term was
approaching, and Curtis was tired. Longley, by comparison, his
political appetite whetted by his first taste of public life, had become a
zealot. The study was no longer Curtis’ project, nor the Legislature’s —
it was his. Curtis had wanted him to put in a day a week; he put in five,
six and seven, sometimes keeping his Team Leaders working till dawn,
carving out the Longley Report.
Now, in Longley’s eyes, his proud sculpture was being chipped away
by bureaucrats. They were telling Curtis which proposals he should
accept, which he should discard, which he should support before the
Legislature, which he should oppose.
He accused Ross of undermining the study.
“That’s ridiculous, Jim. You’re getting paranoid about this,” Ross
said.
The off-hand allusion to his mental state seemed to incense Longley.
Months later, spying Ross at a cocktail party in Augusta, Longley no
longer could restrain himself. Storming up to him, he said:
“No matter who’s elected governor this year, I’ll see to it that you
have no place in state government.” He turned his back to Ross and
strode away.

***
The Longley Report was to become the gospel from which Jim
Longley would preach his campaign for governor. Those who read it —
and few bothered — found that Longley and his apostles, like the
biblical writers, dealt in allegory a good part of the time. The Gospel
according to Saint James, as Sportin’ Life would have put it, wasn’t
necessarily so.
Despite an oath of secrecy administered by Chairman Longley, word
had leaked out that he and the Operating Committee might have edited
the findings a bit too freely, exaggerating claims of savings, changing
proposals to suit themselves.
Midway through the' study, Longley had complained that the
businessmen were reporting back with too few savings. He didn’t like to
think Maine businessmen couldn’t do as well as those in other states in
finding waste in their government. The order went out: dig deeper. And
when the digging still didn’t produce the figures Longley wanted, the
Operating Commitee did.
One of the best at scoring high savings was Team Leader William
Bott, the treasurer of a chicken company in Longley’s home town.
Longley said that David Rockefeller said that Bott was the best
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financial brain in the country, which didn’t explain why Bott was
working for Hillcrest Poultry and not the Chase Manhatten Bank. The
businessmen under his command called him “Billy Bucks.” He seemed
determined that his team would come up with more dollars for Jim
Longley than any other.
In one case, a businessman estimated a change in a computer
operation might save the state as much as seventy-five, maybe a
hundred thousand dollars; after some debate, Bott wrote down a figure.
“That’s the savings you’ve found,” he said.
He had doubled the savings to two hundred thousand.
“No way,” the businessman objected. “There’s no way you can get
that.”
“That’s the savings you’ve found,” he repeated. The discussion was
closed.
In another instance, a businessman felt more manpower was needed
in the Archives, which recently had moved into a new building specially
designed for records storage — the first time the state’s historical
documents had been housed under one roof.
The Longley Report wound up calling not for more staff but for no
staff. It proposed the Archives be abolished.
“That’s life,” the businessman shrugged to the shocked state
archivist.
Among the recommendations of the Longley Report were several that
already were law (Longley staked claim to them anyway, ringing up
another seven million dollars to his credit) and such illegalities as
charging distilleries a hundred dollar “listing fee” for each brand they
wanted to sell in state liquor stores.
The report also was rife with the kind of “funny money” savings
Halsey Smith had predicted. One example was a reputed savings of two
and a half million dollars Longley ascribed to a shift to a new budgeting
system. It was like saying you automatically saved money by buying a
new ledger book to keep track of your expenses. New system or old, you
saved only if you decided to spend less. Moreover, Longley’s claim that
the system would annually reduce the budget by one per cent
overlooked the experience of other states whose expenditures had risen
as a result of using it.

***
Not wishing to subvert the project — after all, it had been his idea —
or upset the business community which had bankrolled it, Curtis shied
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away from talking about the report’s shortcomings.
Discredited in his mind, it gained credibility in his silence, not
among politicians and bureaucrats close at hand but among people at a
distance — including the voters who would elect Jim Longley governor
in November. Even during the election campaign, Curtis, anxious to
head off charges that a Democratic governor was guilty of inaction,
unwittingly continued to raise Longley’s credibility by issuing news
releases on recommendations he and the Legislature had accepted and
on all the money they supposedly were saving.
How much did the Longley Report save in the end? No one really
knew. Linwood Ross, using the Longley Commission’s inflated figures,
once drafted a news release estimating fifteen million dollars.
“Hell, there’s nowhere near that much,” Curtis scoffed. “We might
get away with saying ten million. . .”
Longley accepted the governor’s off-the-top-of-his-head estimate and
said it was proof that if allowed to really dig into programs, he could
save taxpayers not Curtis’ ten million, not Ross’ fifteen million, not the
Longley Commission’s twenty-four million, but two hundred and fifty
million dollars — at least. (Once elected, he submitted the biggest
budget increase in the state’s history.)
The way he handled the whole thing, Curtis admitted later, was “my
second mistake.”
“My first was to make Jim Longley chairman, because of the way the
report turned out and what he did with it and how he used it.
“The second mistake was, I did not tell the truth about it. But I felt
my saying it was lousy would doom it to certain failure and then it
would start a political argument of, ‘Well, we knew Curtis wouldn’t do
anything with it anyway.’ So I say it’s a good report.
“But the savings weren’t there. Because this sophisticated group of
businessmen did, in some instances, what others have been guilty of.
They felt there was waste in a department, they couldn’t find it, so they
resorted to taking two or three per cent out - which any idiot can do.
“But where the report really bogged down is that it departed from
just talking about efficiency and delivery. It became a philosophical
thing. It assumed in the end that many of these programs were
wasteful, like whether Fort Kent should have a campus, whether
Machias should have a campus. You know it isn’t efficient, dollar-wise,
to have campuses up there but it’s another question whether in
under-developed areas a university helps people. And that’s what
ruined a good study, a good concept.”
Once at a meeting of the study teams, a junior executive brought up
the subject. He thought the study was veering off course, placing too
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much emphasis on eliminating services and too little on improving
management techniques.
Instead of addressing the criticism, Longley dressed down the critic —
a tactic he would repeat as governor countless times. In front of the
others, he accused the embarrassed businessman of betraying the cause
and hinted that he might report the errant behavior to the man’s
corporate superiors.
After that, no one dared broach the subject again.

***
When the Legislature convened on January 2, 1974, Curtis,
convinced the study was a failure, was trying his best to pretend it was a
success. Longley, on the other hand, seemed to be taking pains to make
it fail.
He started by refusing to testify at legislative hearings. His attitude
was aloof. If the Legislature wanted to know anything, he and his Team
Leaders would be in their State House quarters every Wednesday; the
lawmakers could come to them. Privately, however, he expressed fears
that the proposals would be difficult to defend under scrutiny. And if
that happened the Longley Report might be discredited, and with it,
Jim Longley. Then people might not talk about him running for
governor anymore.
Longley was worried when he met with his study crew in Lewiston
three days after the Legislature convened. Hearings were being
scheduled, and he desperately needed a pretext to keep from testifying.
An aide suggested that he try to get the Internal Revenue Service to say
that testimony could be construed as lobbying, a forbidden activity,
under IRS rules, for tax-exempt organizations.
Longley immediately brightened. If the IRS couldn’t say that much,
he ventured, perhaps it could say something ambiguously so he could
fudge it.
The IRS wouldn’t cooperate. It referred Longley to its general ruling
that tax exempt organizations are not in violation “if, at the request of
a legislative committee, a representative testifies as an expert witness on
pending legislation affecting the organization.”
Longley seized on the last words as an ambiguity. The ruling didn’t
apply, he said, because the legislation didn’t affect the Longley
Commission; it affected the government.
The Maine director of the IRS, however, assured him it did apply.
Longley was immediately invited as an expert witness.
He had no choice but to try again for an unfavorable ruling. On
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January 18, he asked his accountant to seek from the Boston IRS office
a specific ruling in the Longley Commission case.
On January 31, the IRS responded: “Appearance of officials and
staff of the Commission before legislative committees for the purpose of
rendering expert testimony concerning the Commission’s study is not
considered an attempt to influence legislation as defined in the Internal
Revenue Code.”
With nothing now to prevent him from testifying, Longley kept the
ruling secret. On February 7, a week after receiving it, he was still
telling the press that any testimony would result in a loss of tax
exemption.
When more than a month later he finally owned up to the ruling
(after it had been revealed by the chairman of the State Government
Committee, which was hearing many of the proposals), Longley
dismissed it, saying, “It’s a moot question now.” It was late in the
session and the bulk of the Longley Report had had its day.
By avoiding the hearing rooms, Longley yielded the floor to
opponents, and the results were telling. Of ninety-two bills (embodying
nearly three hundred proposals), twenty-one were killed in committee
by unanimous votes, eleven died on the House and Senate floors,
twenty-one were withdrawn by their sponsors (Curtis and the legislative
leaders had had a terrible time finding people willing to be sponsors),
and twelve were referred to the next legislative session. Longley’s
reorganization of higher education, including his proposed campus
curtailments and closures, was killed without even being sent to
committee, by votes of 131 to 4 in the House and 22 to 4 in the Senate.
Thirty-three bills, containing just under half of the three hundred
proposals, survived to become law.
Now Longley changed tactics. No longer the recluse, he pounced on
legislators for manhandling his report, called them “professional
politicians” and warned of reprisals at the polls. He held repeated news
conferences to denounce them along with their brethren, the heinous
special interest groups (the university trustees and chancellor) and the
odious bureaucrats (whose power, he said, was “awesome”).
After all that, he had to suppress the progress reports, being
compiled weekly by his staff, which showed forty-two per cent of his
proposals being enacted. The State House press had asked to be cut in
on them. He didn’t want to antagonize newsmen, but he also wasn’t
anxious to alter the image he was creating of an establishment
abhorrent to economy and efficiency. He didn’t say no to the newsmen.
He just wouldn’t let them have them.
To most people familiar with the signs of political ambition, it was
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obvious what was going on. The basking in the sunlight of publicity.
The search for enemies to fight. The catch words of a future campaign.
At first glance, the role of a rebel against the system might have
seemed a ludicrous one for a fifty-year-old businessman who dressed in
conservative business suits and wore a class ring and a gold watch; a
believer in motherhood, espouser of free enterprise; a balding,
image-conscious, establishment man who spent a lifetime selling
insurance, serving on bank boards, lunching with Jaycees, agonizing
over why the news media never said what was right about America, and
idolizing Rudy Vallee, Ayn Rand and Sammy Baugh.
But rebel he was nonetheless, though a different sort from the rebels
of the preceding decade. He was a rebel from the right who believed he
could save the state and that he might save the nation. Save it from his
enemies, who were the peoples’ enemies.
If the bureaucrats and politicians and special interest groups had
paid no heed to Chairman Longley, they would have to deal with
Governor Longley.
The last to believe it was Ken Curtis.
Linwood Ross tried to warn him.
“You’re wrong, Lin,” he said.
“Look what he’s doing. The straw men he’s set up. How can you say
I’m wrong?”
Curtis smiled. He remembered the promise he thought Longley had
made.
“Because I know something you don’t know.”
He continued to trust in that promise until April 18, 1974.
He was in Honolulu that day, on his way home from a meeting of
American and Japanese governors in Tokyo. He had just changed into
his bathing trunks when his office rang his suite at the Royal Hawaiian
to report that Longley had resigned from the Longley Commission to
sound out support for an independent drive for the governorship.
He put down the receiver.
“Shit,” he said, and went out to lie in an intermittent sun on the
beach at Waikiki.
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Chapter 3

Simply Cut Along the Dotted Line

ongley began searching for people to urge him to run. A poll he
commissioned said he wouldn’t find many, but what did polls
know?
“I want to talk to and hear from as many citizens as possible who feel
that Jim Longley could or should be elected governor,” he had
announced at a news conference on April 18. He promised a decision by
May 6.
In his mind he already had two important urgings with which he was
impressed and he was sure other people would be, too. One was from
his old pal, Lester Pearson, who had been dead nearly two years. The
other was from his old friend, John Gardner, cabinet secretary under
President Kennedy, chairman of the Urban Coalition during the
sacking of American ghettoes, and now head of Common Cause, the
citizens’ lobby.
Though he didn’t realize it, Gardner had urged Jim Longley to run
for governor back in 1968. It was at an insurancemen’s convention in
San Francisco where Gardner was featured speaker. His subject was
the need for people to get involved in community service.
“I urge you,” he urged the hundreds of delegates, among whom sat
Jim Longley from Lewiston, Maine, “to get into one activity deeply
enough so that you dig beneath the surface and understand thoroughly

L
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what you are doing. Pick an activity that interests you and get to know
it well enough so that you can know whether you are really helping or
just creating commotion.”
And Longley would never forget the words with which Lester Pearson
urged him to run. It was at an insurancemen’s convention in Montreal.
“I’ll never forget,” Longley reminisced. “He asked me, he said: ‘If
you don’t do this, what are you going to do with your time? From what I
know of you if it’s not spent in this area, it’s going to be spent in some
other area trying to help people.’ ”
With endorsements from two such famous men in his pocket, he
confidently launched his quest for somewhat more localized support by
asking one of his employees if he thought he should run for governor.
“Nope,” the employee said.
It was April 10, 1974. Longley hadn’t quite resigned his
chairmanship yet, but there was nothing wrong with starting a little
early.
Taken aback, Longley rephrased the question:
“Well, do you think I’d be a good governor?”
“Nope,” the employee said.
There could be only one explanation for such an attitude. The man
was obviously a professional politician.
“I understand,” he said. “You’re a party man.”
“Nope,” the employee said. “I’ve crossed party lines plenty of
times.”
“You wouldn’t cross party lines to vote for me?”
“Nope,” the employee said.
Longley would send the employee a threatening letter later.
Meanwhile, he looked up Lionel Lemieux, an editorial writer for
Lewiston’s morning newspaper, the Sun.
“You’re skin’s too thin, Jim,” Lemieux said. He was a small man
whose round face, hooked nose and round eyeglasses gave him an
owlish look.
“If you ask me, Jim, win or lose you’re going to be hurt. If you lose
you’ll think people rejected yt>u. If you win, you stand to be hurt even
more. They can play a rough game over in the State House and you
won’t have a party to back you up.”
That took care of the morning newspaper. Next, Longley invited
Faunce Pendexter, the editorial writer for Lewiston’s afternoon
newspaper, the Journal, whose owner also owned the Sun, to a
breakfast meeting at the Roundhouse Restaurant in nearby Auburn.
Other important people, important local businessmen, would be there
and Pendexter could judge for himself how people were rallying behind
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his candidacy. He carefully selected the other attendees: a car dealer, a
grocer, a hospital public relations man, an accountant, and Longley’s
son, Jimmy.
“Hi, I’m Jimmy Junior,” was how the boy would introduce himself.
The men had known one another for years. In the late 1950’s,
inspired by one of Pendexter’s editorials about the shabby state of
Lewiston city government, they had formed a group called LIFT
(Lewiston Improvement for Tomorrow) to find and encourage better
candidates for local office. Some prominent civic figures and other
chronic joiners joined with Longley in the lead but they instilled no
sense of common purpose among common people, sparked no popular
outcry for their cause. They fussed about, making a little bit of noise,
creating a little bit of confusion, causing a couple of politicians to be a
little bit nervous. They accomplished little else. They were so
ineffectual, in fact, that when one of their number, Roland Marcotte, a
Chevrolet dealer, entered the race for mayor, he asked them to do him a
favor and not endorse him. They didn’t and he won.
Longley confided he had called them all together because he was
seriously considering running for governor. He paused to give them a
chance to urge him, watching and waiting while they wiggled in their
chairs. Finally one of them mumbled that he thought Longley ought to
stay out of it.
“So you won’t get hurt,” he hastened to add.
Longley stared stonily at them until another, probably sensing he
already was feeling hurt, volunteered, “Well, if there ever was a time, I
suppose, when an independent would have a chance — I mean, with
Watergate and all — I guess this is it.”
His confidence apparently growing, Longley decided that his next
move would be a bold one: he would get Ken Curtis to endorse him.
“You’re crazy,” Curtis said.
He had read with dismay the advertisements Longley was running
in the newspapers. They enabled people to urge him to run simply by
cutting along the dotted line, jotting down name and phone number,
and mailing to “I Want Longley for Me.” at addresses in Lewiston,
Portland and Bangor. The photograph on the ad showed him looking
concerned about the drift of Maine government and somewhat younger
with more hair on his head.
“I feel you owe it to me, Ken,” Longley said. “You know, I sacrificed
an awful lot, nearly two years, hardly ever seeing Helen and the kids, for
the volunteer study effort. But after all, that’s what friends are for.”
“I can’t support you, Jim,” Curtis said. “I’m a Democrat.”
“I’m a Democrat, too.”
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“But, Jim, you’re not running as a Democrat,” Curtis said
impatiently.
“Of course I’m not running as a Democrat,” Longley said. He
seemed amused. “The Democratic Party is a political party, isn’t it?”
he asked patiently.
“Of course.”
“And didn’t I promise when you appointed me chairman that I
wouldn’t use the volunteer study effort in any political way?”
“You did,” Curtis said wryly. “You certainly did.”
“So there you are.”
“Where?”
“There. Democrat is political. Independent isn’t anything. That’s
why I’m not running as a Democrat. The last thing in the world I would
do, Ken, is break my word to you.”
Curtis sat at his desk blinking.
“But if you’ve decided that you’ve got to let me down. . .” Longley
said resignedly.
“Look, I’m sorry, Jim. . .”
“You’re going to support me?” Longley brightened.
“No!”
“Maybe you could stay neutral?”
“Jim, why should I, after eight years of support of the Democratic
Party and being their candidate and the party working for me, how can
I, on my way out, say to the party that I’m going to be neutral this
election? What kind of guy am I to do that?”
It wasn’t exactly the endorsement he had counted on, but he wasn’t
disheartened, not in the least. Curtis had only said no. Where would an
insuranceman be if he took no for an answer? He wouldn’t be selling a
million dollars worth of life insurance a year for twenty years.
Longley drew a little round happy face, and under it he wrote:

“It only hurts when I smile.”

He sent it to Curtis.
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The Major Issue is Himself

week after announcing that he would announce his decision to
the people of Maine within three weeks, Jim Longley called
another news conference to announce he hadn’t made up his
mind yet but would make an announcement within two weeks, as
announced.
But he could say without equivocation that he was highly encouraged
by the outpouring of enthusiasm and gratitude over the prospect that
he might be willing to be governor.
Admittedly, he had encountered some reaction that could be termed
less than strongly supportive. This had come either from the mouths of
“established politicians” who feared him or from the hearts of
“wonderful people” who wanted to shield him from the hurt and dirt of
politics.
“I do not accept these negatives,” he declared.
He would return to his search, which was also a search of his soul
and his family’s soul. For it was they — he and Helen and the kids —
who must decide, in the end, whether they would like to live in the
Blaine House. That was really the question.
He reminded newsmen he would announce “Jim Longley’s decision”
no later than May 6.
He announced Jim Longley’s decision June 7.
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“I am running for governor,” he said, “because I do not believe we
should be unfairly critical of elected officials or too many practicing
lawyers in government.”
“I believe we need to ask ourselves what are we doing about it and to
be more critical of ourselves than of the lawyers and politicians. . .
“If politics is dirty, we share the blame. If well-meaning and
dedicated people stay out or get hurt politically, it is our fault for
allowing this to happen. The failures of government and the waste and
bureaucratic empires are our fault.”
Because the Democratic and Republican primary elections had yet to
be held and because he strongly disagreed with many of the suggestions
and expensive programs of the various political candidates he wasn’t
going to interfere by saying anything about their crazy ideas or about
any of the issues until after the primaries, he said.
While on the subject of issues, he went ahead and named them,
identifying himself as the most important issue of all.
Whether or not, he, “a non-politician. . .willing to oppose the party
bosses and established and entrenched politicians and bureaucrats,”
could be elected governor of Maine: “I think this is really the first
issue,” he said.
With Helen and the kids at his side, the kids arranged in order of
age, he reminded his audience of the work of the Longley Commission,
the findings of the Longley Report, of all the money it had saved and,
more importantly, of all the money still waiting to be saved.
“The mission has not been completed,” he said gravely. Then,
attempting the kind of famous-last-words quote great leaders should be
remembered for, he added:
“I will not quit.”
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Us Against Them

hink about it, he said.
Bumper to bumper, the cars are backed up to the road at gas
stations where little green pennants fly. Each time they move up,
the drivers turn off their engines because it is wrong to leave your
engine idling. The gas station owners have taken down their price signs
from the roadside, as though they are ashamed. They no longer clean
windshields or ask whether they should check the oil. They do not smile
and they do not chat with their customers, many of whom are strangers
from neighborhoods where the pennants over the pumps are red. They
only pump gas, then wave up the next car impatiently and when they
have pumped their quota for the day they will close no matter how
many cars are left waiting. The people in the cars try to keep their
tempers in check because they do not want to take the chance of getting
on the wrong side of a man who pumps gas. They will drive on and
maybe they will find another station. Perhaps they don’t really need
gas. But whenever you happen upon a station flying green you pull in
automatically to top off your tank because it is 1974 and you never
know.
Gas costs more than twice what it cost before, but you can always
drive less and you can join a car pool maybe and you don’t have to go
away on summer vacation, it’s nice just staying home. Being without
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gas isn’t nearly as bad as being without heating oil. Many Maine houses
are big and old and don’t have much for insulation and without oil your
pipes will freeze in four hours.
You can tell by the icicles the houses that aren’t insulated. The heat
has gone up through the roof and melted the snow and the cold has
caught it running off the edge and frozen it in long beautiful icicles. It
used to be fun to go by and marvel at their length and kids still do but
what do kids know about the price of oil?
Christmas had been without joy because everyone was afraid because
of the Arab embargo. Christmas night was dark, a night deep in winter
with an Arctic wind and there were no Christmas lights on the houses or
over the streets in the towns because people were trying to save
electricity for the electric company whose generators are fired by
imported oil. No one said not to string out lights but no one did and the
houses and the streets were joyless without them.
Some homes run out of oil. So do some oil dealers. Some oil dealers
who do not run out don’t want to deliver to some homes that do run out
because the price of heating oil also is doubling and the dealers are
afraid they will not be paid.
It is hard for everyone to pay. There is inflation and recession at the
same time and they say on the news that that’s very unusual. Politicians
who are in power are reluctant to call it a Recession because they are
afraid people will blame them for it. Politicians who are not in power
are eager to call it a Depression. Whatever it is, sixty-eight dollars a
week is all you can draw from unemployment and thirty thousand
Maine people are out of work and in some counties, they say, the
unemployment percentage is well up in the double numbers. Food
stamps help but sometimes it’s embarrassing when the person behind
you at the supermarket is waiting with his money in his hand and
scowling while the checkout girl counts up your stamps.
Everyday somebody in the White House who is important and close
to the President is flushed down the Watergate drain. President Nixon
is clinging to the toilet seat. Vice President Agnew disappeared long
ago but that wasn’t anything to do with Watergate; that was about
kickbacks and tax evasion. And all of them are lawyers. That’s how
lawyers are. And politicians are too. Listen, the Democrats probably
broke into places like Watergate and did a lot worse things but just
because they didn’t get caught doesn’t make them something special.
Used to be, the President was something like God. In the movies you
hardly ever saw Jesus’ face and you didn’t see the President’s either.
You’d mostly get these over-the-shoulder shots showing idolatrous
faces, all lighted up with the Holy Ghost, or whatever, beaming up at
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the cross or across a desk filled with papers for freeing slaves. President
Nixon said he wasn’t a crook but he’d sweat awful when he went on TV,
interrupting the best shows of the night, and those reporters would go
after him with no respect at all. And it turned out he was a crook.
And just pick up the papers. Priests marry nuns and abortions are
legal and there is pot even in the grammar schools and aerosol sprays
are destroying the ozone and the air you breathe may give you cancer
and jockey shorts can make you sterile.
And government taxes you and squanders your money. It can’t beat a
bunch of peasants in Vietnam and it can’t stop vandals from breaking
into your summer camp. And big and famous corporations which are
the cornerstones of the American way of life bribe government for
favors and are in cahoots with the Arabs. And as they raise the price of
your gas, your food, your car and your clothes, they lay you off.
They are to blame, he said.
Professional politicians are people who do not work. Often they are
lawyers. They run for office against other professional politicians.
Whoever wins will represent one special interest group or another. He
will vote for higher taxes so that he may receive a higher salary and give
more money to other people who do not work, such as AFDC mothers
and bureaucrats.
Bureaucrats spend most of their time thinking up new ways to spend
money. It is important to spend money so that their bureaucracies will
burgeon. They want their bureaucracies to seem very big and complex
so that everyone will think that they are the only ones capable of
understanding them and running them. This is known as
entrenchment. Entrenched bureaucrats hire assistant bureaucrats from
out of state at good salaries so that they all will have less work to do.
Then they will go to conventions in Miami Beach and Honolulu and
their assistants will go to conventions in Denver and Atlanta and their
assistants will go to conventions in Pittsburgh and Albany. You can see
entrenched bureaucrats at the Senator Motel in Augusta drinking
martinis on their two hour lunch breaks. Often they are in the company
of professional politicians. Often both are being treated by lobbyists.
Lobbyists are smart people. They dress good and laugh loud. They
keep hospitality suites at the Senator Motel and the Holiday Inn and if
a professional politician or an entrenched bureaucrat would like a
drink or other hospitality all he has to do is stop by and there will be
plenty of good liquor or whatever he likes. When they are not buying
lunches or being hospitable, lobbyists may be seen on the third floor of
the State House writing in little notebooks in which they keep track of
which senators and which representatives are theirs.
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Special interest groups hire lobbyists to get laws written for them. If
it were not for them, politicians might consider representing voters but
as it is the special interest groups have all the politicians spoken for and
there are none left over for people. Sometimes special interest groups
are big companies like the paper companies and the utilities. Some
times they are do-gooders after more handouts. When professional
politicians make laws for special interest groups, it always means more
profits for the big companies and more encouragement for do-gooders
to ask for more money the next time around.
All of them, the professional politicians, the bureaucrats, the
lobbyists and the special interest groups, play up to the press. The press
plays God. It is not interested in the well-being of a country or a state or
a city or town, otherwise it would not relish revealing things which only
harm, tearing down a person, giving space to critics and dwelling on
negatives. The press is only interested in selling newspapers.
It's us against them, he said.
The majority of the people is us. Yet the government does not
govern for us. They only take our hard-earned money and give it to
people who don’t work, who want everything handed to them, or to
people who have worked out an angle for getting money from the
government, which is our money. They count on us to never ask for
anything, to keep quiet and keep working and commit no crimes and to
give them our money and give them our votes and nothing ever comes to
us in return except more taxes because it is our fate to be healthy
enough to work and wealthy enough to stay off welfare and law-abiding
enough not to cause trouble.
The only time you see them is election time when all of a sudden they
remember we’re out here and they come running and knocking each
other over in a rush to tell us how much they care and how they’ll make
a difference but there’s not one different from the other, they’re all the
same, and whichever way you vote, Republican or Democrat, it’s not
going to change a thing.
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His Lopsidedness Didn’t Show

im Longley was in pain.
At daybreak on the last Sunday before the election, having
stayed up half the night holding hankies with Greeks, he sat
misshapen behind his insurance office desk staring at the Sunday
paper. Its front page said, “Mitchell Is Seen Easy Winner Over Erwin.”
After all the months and all the miles and all the mill gates, he wasn’t
even mentioned in the headline. He had to read through half the story
to find his name at all.
He shifted stiffly, wincing from the pain of the pinched nerve in his
back. One shoulder hung askew, hunched toward his ear. It hurt to
lower it.
It was just six-thirty when Jack Havey, his advertising man, got
there. With his florid face and tousled hair, Havey perpetually looked
as though he had just been to one hell of a party. He dressed for work
the way people dress for their yachts: sneakered, sockless, bright yellow
sport shirt unbuttoned to his belly. Seeing Longley dead-tired,
deformed and depressed, he dragged deeply on his cigarette and hid a
moment of doubt behind a thin stream of smoke which he blew out
noisily.
Longley turned the paper for him to see. “I think we ought to get out
a press release,” he said uncertainly.
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Havey had seen it. Under the headline was the report of the latest
Maine Sunday Telegram poll which projected Longley the loser with
twenty-three per cent of the vote. George Mitchell, the Democrat, was
seen winning easily with forty-two per cent, nine percentage points
ahead of Jim Erwin, the Republican. The paper’s lead editorial was
worse than the headline. It said a vote for Longley would be wasted.
Havey shook his head. “There’s no release going to offset that,” he
said grimly. “We could say the Virgin Mary has been camped out in
your house the last eight months and it wouldn’t get better than page
ten.”
Longley looked at him wretchedly, his eyes sunken in dark hollows.
“You look like hell,” Havey said.
“The Greeks had a dance...” he said, rubbing his lopsided shoulder.
“What are we going to do?”
Only two days remained before the election, and Longley was
desperate. Not because he feared he was losing but because he knew he
was winning.
For while the newspaper polls ranked him third, information leaked
to him from the University of Maine’s polling apparatus showed him
accelerating past the Republican into a dead heat with the Democrat as
undecided voters —twenty-three per cent by the Telegram’s count —
began to make up their minds.
His move had started the previous Thursday, the day the Telegram's
pollsters, as well as those of the Bangor News (whose Saturday poll also
placed him far behind) wound up their interviews in time for the
weekend editions. Thursday was also the day the news, a traditionally
Republican newspaper which had backed one of Erwin’s rivals in the
Republican primary, had surprised everyone by endorsing Longley.
Longley’s predicament was that he could not release the new
information in order to attract bandwagon jumpers. He wasn’t even
supposed to know about it. The university’s polling arm, the Social
Science Research Institute at Orono, had offered it to the Bangor News
but the paper had a policy of not printing poll results within three days
of an election. Longley (despite his belittling of polls as an insult to
intelligent voters and his earlier call for newspapers to refrain from
publishing any poll at all, even if it were to show him ahead) had plead
ed with the News to make an exception to its policy. The editors re
fused.
The university poll results had been leaked to Longley by Dr. Bruce
Poulton, the university’s vice president for research and public affairs.
While other pollsters sat back waiting to see how close their predictions
would be, Poulton had ordered the Social Science Research Institute,
which had done the final News poll, to continue polling independently
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through the weekend. To the young researchers, Poulton had explained
that a last minute reading was essential for the Institute’s “integrity.”
Using public funds provided by Poulton’s office, the Institute’s staff
returned to its polling and was startled to find Longley suddenly rising.
It carefully tracked his ascent. By Saturday he had overtaken Erwin. By
Sunday he had thirty-nine per cent of the vote and was neck-and-neck
with Mitchell. As the findings came in, Poulton — unknown to the
Institute staff — turned them over to Longley. Later he would be
rewarded with a choice position in the new governor’s office. Poulton
had made no secret of his desire to be the university’s next chancellor,
and being close to Longley, helping his administration get started, was
not a bad place to be. The appointment of the chancellor would be up
to the university’s trustees, whose terms of office extended for varying
lengths of time into the new governor’s term. Assuming office, Longley
demanded they resign en masse so he could appoint a whole new board.
They refused, and Poulton left Maine for the University of New
Hampshire.
Although Longley was in no position to release the poll, he knew that
if something wasn’t done to counteract the weekend editions, and that
headline, and that terrible editorial, he might fizzle in mid-flight and
Mitchell would win.
“We can’t have our people thinking, ‘Shit, our guy’s not even in the
race’,” Havey told him.
Havey was less worried. He had loaded the bulk of Longley’s
advertising dollars into the remaining days, buying up enough
broadcast time so that audiences could be entertained, as many as
seventy times a day, by “Longley’s Legions”. The Legions were a
housewife, a retired teacher, a college student and a fellow who could
talk like a lobsterman. The Legions said they were voting for Jim
Longley because they were tired of professional politicians.
“We’ve still got a couple of days,” Havey told him. “What we’re
going to do, we’re going to cut a new TV spot and a new radio spot and
we’re going to do it today. We’re going to do it now. We’ll allude to the
polls. We’ve got the momentum. We’ve got to keep it.”
“What do you want me to do?” Longley asked hopefully.
“I want you to go to mass. I’m going to write the spot. By the time
you get back it’ll be ready.” He gave him a little pep talk about Knute
Rockne at halftime with the score tied. That seemed to perk Longley
up, and he limped off to St. Patrick’s to pray.
Havey arranged a taping session at WABK, a radio station located in
a cow pasture in Gardiner, and lined up a studio at Channel 5 in
Bangor. Then he took out his pen, lit another cigarette, and wrote thirty
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seconds worth of words.
In the Channel 5 studio, Longley wouldn’t let them put makeup on
him, so Havey set up colored lights to shine some life into his colorless
face. He threw lights up under his eyes to erase the dark shadows. He
brought the camera in tight so his candidate’s crooked body wouldn’t
show. And he put his words in front of Longley and Longley read them:
“I’m Jim Longley. I want to make one point regarding the newspaper
polls published this weekend. Although I’ve been the underdog, the
polls prove one fact. Your support for my election has skyrocketed
during the past five or six days. Some say if we had another week we
could upset the professional politicians. I say we can do it tomorrow.
Keep up the great spirit. I need your vote. And in return I’ll work
harder for you than any governor Maine has ever had. Let’s beat ’em
big.”
They flew the tapes around the state. By eight o’clock that night
Longley’s Legions had faded away and voters everywhere were being
treated at nearly every station break by Jim Longley, all lit up with
colored lights, selling his favorite product.

***
“George, how exciting!” Sally Mitchell beamed that Sunday
morning. She had risen early, put on the coffee and hurriedly read the
newspaper George had brought home the night before. It said he was
going to be the next governor of Maine.
He came out from their bedroom and sat down.
“It’s wrong,” he said. He had gotten in late. He looked tired.
“How is it wrong?” she asked.
“Because Longley’s going to win,” he said simply, as if it were over
and done.
“How can you say that?” She showed him the table of figures on the
Telegram's front page. “You’re way out in front. Forty-two per cent.
And Erwin’s thirty-three and Longley’s absolutely out of it.”
“I can tell now,” he said. “I can feel it.”
He had begun to feel it the day before in Waterville, which was his
old hometown, and in Lewiston, which had always been the Democratic
Party’s town even though Longley lived there. He went through the
mills where they made shirts and shoes and he walked down the streets
and the number of people who would say to him, “I’m voting for you”
or “Don’t worry, you’ve got it” was not so great as it should have been,
not so great as it had been in the primary when he had gone to the same
mills, shook hands down the same streets. He noticed people looking
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sheepish when he asked for their support. He didn’t say anything to his
staff but he felt it, gradually but certainly, and when he got home to
South Portland and Sally was asleep and he crawled into bed quietly,
the feeling would not go away and he was sick that he had let it happen,
that he had ignored Longley for so long because he had thought it could
never happen.

***
There simply had been no reason to bother with him. He had gotten
some publicity, it was true, from that Maine Management and Cost
Survey business. But this was a game for professionals and Longley was
an unranked amateur. There were always independents emerging at
electiontime without ever a chance of winning; as if they were satisfied
simply to be able to put their eccentricities and egos on public display.
Longley, being somewhat more educated, admittedly more driven,
certainly better financed, perhaps made a more credible display; but
basically he was of the same breed as the other independents in the
1974 governorship race. There was old Stan Leen, coming down from
his north woods camp to talk about great trout fishermen he had
known and how Curt Gowdy was going to endorse him; Bill Hughes, a
perennial candidate whose campaign was interrupted when he was
arrested for assaulting a policeman and ordered into an alcoholic
rehabilitation program; Leith Hartman, a plastic surgeon and write-in,
who was waging a maudlin war for God and against abortions. And Jim
Longley was there waving his Longley Report on cost savings in
government and saying it was time to elect a non-politician whose main
goal wasn’t re-election. He was even promising that if elected he would
serve but one term; he would seek neither re-election nor higher office.
It was all quite laughable, really.
On the face of it, there were a few equalizing factors: a new law
limiting campaign spending by any one candidate to one hundred and
sixty thousand dollars; a new ballot erasing party columns and listing
candidates alphabetically; a growing horde of independents nearly
equal in number to registered Republicans and Democrats.
But there equality stopped. The party candidates were the choices of
famous parties which were the products of two centuries of political
history. Vigorous partisans, seasoned campaigners, the Democratic
and Republican candidates were schooled in law, skilled in
compromise, knowledgeable of the functionings and obligations of
government. They knew, for instance, that it was not the governor (as
Longley thought) but the Legislature which appointed the Attorney
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General. Reasonable men, identifying issues, penning position papers,
calculating the impact of their orations.
Who's Who entries on them might have read:
Jim Erwin, fifty-four, tall, heavy-browed, thick-voiced. New York
born, Princeton educated. Flannel shirts to show he is a country boy at
heart. Law office in York Village, over bank his grandfather built
Represented constituents conservatively in Maine House and Senate.
Attorney General. Ran for governor twice. Lost twice. Accepted 1972
chairmanship of the Committee to Re-elect the President, seen as good
opportunity to attach his name to that of a Great American.
George Mitchell, forty-one, Lebanese extraction, dark wavy hair,
black-rimmed glasses, able to answer questions at computer print-out
speed. Labored brightly for Senator Edmund Sixtus Muskie, helped
direct his losing campaigns for vice president and president. Almost
selected Democratic national chairman after McGovern burial in
Nixon landslide. Can talk at length about inflation, French generals,
the Bill of Rights, dichotomies of various kinds, welfare recipients who
don’t cheat and things as they are perceived or are not perceived.
Each at the outset decided to ignore Longley so as not to distinguish
him from the other independents. Mitchell also figured that Longley’s
fulminations over state spending (Longley called it “spend-spendspend-pie-in-the-sky-ends-justify-the-means-at-any-cost ” spending or
sometimes just “spend-spend-spend” spending) might siphon some
John Birchers, gun nuts and other right-wingers from Erwin who, in
turn, reckoned that Longley’s Democratic past and frequent reminisces
of his mother’s widowhood and father’s orphanhood and visits to their
graves on the mornings of days he had speeches scheduled would drain
votes from Mitchell, particularly in Lewiston where bleeding-hearts,
do-gooders and other left-leaners outnumbered Republicans six to one.
At first Longley hated being ignored. He accused them of collusion.
He also was ignored in succession by the Maine Building Trades
Council, which forgot to invite him to its candidate endorsement
session in Augusta where he could have expounded on his conviction
that trades people and other working people were real people; by the
Maine AFL-CIO, which denied him the opportunity to tell its
convention in Bangor how his twenty-six years of paying his typists and
selling pension plans to presidents and directors of companies which
employed workers proved he was a friend of labor; by the Maine
Teachers Association which wouldn’t let him into its candidates’ night
in Lewiston to say he was willing to forgo its endorsement, just so long
as teachers set a good example for the children by voting election day;
and by the Maine Municipal Association, which left him off the guest
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list for a ribbon cutting ceremony at its Augusta headquarters where he
could have shown first selectmen, town managers and a mayor or two
that he was as much in favor of municipalities as Mitchell or Erwin, if
not more.
Later, as he trumpeted ever more loudly the worth of the Longley
Report, dared people to debate him on it, estimated how many millions
of dollars the election of either party rival would cost taxpayers, and
accused them of promising the job of Attorney General to this
professional politician or that (he himself was hinting around with the
job of State Treasurer, which wasn’t his appointment either), he
discovered that it wasn’t such a bad thing to be ignored by your
opponents after all. More and more real people were listening and, for
lack of contradiction, believing.
Mitchell and Erwin only rolled their eyes.
“Jesus, Mary and Joseph!” Erwin groaned in a note he slipped to
Mitchell during a television appearance in Bangor one evening. “Are
you going to let him get away with that bullshit?”
The camera was on Longley, who had just said he could lop from the
state budget a quarter of a billion dollars — an entire year’s spend
ing— in a single four-year term as governor. Erwin ruefully remember
ed when he had promised in the previous election to pare spending by a
mere ten per cent. It was said his inability to adequately answer his
challengers, to explain how it could be done, to identify the programs
that would be discarded, caused him to lose the election to Ken Curtis.
Longley was promising a cutback of twenty-five per cent.
George Mitchell got a kick out of the note. Erwin wasn’t even
Catholic, as far as he knew.
“You’re always saying that you and he have the same speechwriter,
that it’s your stuff he’s stealing — you respond to him,” he wrote back
good-naturedly.
Neither responded to him.
Longley went on saying it. He said the Longley Report proved he
could do it. He said professional politicians never could do it.
He sometimes defined a professional politician. It was either a person
who used the system “to his own end” as opposed to a person who
served with “honor” or a person who promised programs to gain votes,
programs to spend and, yes, even waste money. He wasn’t saying that
Mitchell and Erwin were less than honorable. They were fine and
upright men — from all reports. Nevertheless, they were going around
talking to voters about programs to spend and, in his opinion, waste
money. They also were, he felt compelled to point out, both practicing
lawyers, of whom it was often heard there were too many in
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government. He wasn’t criticizing practicing lawyers, whose livelihood,
as everyone knew, depended on their successful bending of laws, most
of which they wrote anyhow. It grieved him, as much as he was sure it
did honorable practicing lawyers, that one hundred and fifteen
practicing lawyers were involved in the Watergate scandals. Beyond
that, of course, Mitchell and Erwin were professional politicians.
Talk about dirty tricks. He’d never seen so many in his twenty-six
years as a businessman who, even though he had a degree in law, was
never a practicing lawyer. Besides saying an independent never could
win, his opponents had sent their workers to his headquarters to pick
up his campaign literature. Once a known George Mitchell supporter
was seen writing notes in a parking lot behind a restaurant where he,
Longley, was having dinner. And once he himself forcibly had to eject
two Erwin workers, including Erwin’s own son, from a luncheon. But
nothing approached the time when the Winnebago camper they used
for campaigning — the Blainemobile — driven by his teenaged son,
Steve — who mercifully escaped injury — was struck — there were even
suggestions that it was intentionally rammed, but he couldn’t believe
anyone could be so bold and indecent — by a campaign car driven by
an Erwin field worker. The incident occurred as both vehicles pulled
away from a stop light on State Street in Bangor. The Erwin vehicle sus
tained a dent in its left rear fender.
Clear cases of political espionage, harassment and provocation. They
were, he tried to express as edifyingly as he could, “the kind of crap
that caused Watergate.”
Mitchell paid no attention. Erwin, asked about it by a reporter, said
it wasn’t a dirty trick to pick up another candidate’s pamphlets. If
Longley had ever been involved in a political campaign, he sniffed, he
would have known that.
Not only had Longley never run for anything before, hardly anyone in
his camp had ever seen a candidate up close. His circle of businessmen
advisors, expanded somewhat from Chairman Longley’s Operating
Committee, were mostly Republicans. One, in a minor way, had helped
U.S. Senator Margaret Chase Smith lose her last election — and that
was about the extent of their political experience. Longley’s
co-chairmen were his kids, Jimmy Junior, Kathryn, and Sue (which led
him to claim the women’s vote on the ground that two-thirds of his top
people were female). They were twenty-three, twenty-one and eighteen
respectively, all presidents of their classes, their faces open and pink.
His two youngest, Steve and Nancy, helped Helen lick envelopes and
answer telephones in the campaign headquarters they had set up in the
garage behind his insurance office on Main Street.
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His only paid staffer, besides a curly-haired college boy he later hired
for seventy dollars a week, was Jimmy McGregor, a Southern newsman
with a round face and stooping shoulders and a shirttail that wouldn’t
stay in. He always seemed on the verge of collapsing in a large soft
heap. He had transferred from Alabama two years before to run United
Press International’s capitol bureau in Augusta, an experience about as
numbing as toiling in the fifty acres of sharecropped cotton he had
helped his dad farm back in Ecru, Mississippi, before he got old
enough to leave home.
McGregor had stayed at his teletype through a UPI strike and lost
twenty pounds giving the company seven days a week on coffee and
cigarettes. Unrewarded by UPI’s management, he gladly switched
loyalty to a new master when Longley, searching for someone to handle
the press, offered emancipation from the bondage of radio splits, night
leads and sour editors demanding reruns of potato futures. He grew to
worship Longley. He shielded Longley. He saw the same enemies
lurking. He tried to keep his shirttail in. And he lost twenty more
pounds.
Anybody would lose it with Longley because the candidate didn’t
need to stop to sleep or to even stop talking for a short while. He’d pack
Helen, the kids, Jimmy McGregor in the Blainemobile and head off
north to shake hands with Great Northern papermakers at midnight,
then plow south to catch Bath Iron Works shipbuilders arriving at the
yard at dawn. Sometimes they’d find themselves shaking hands with
the same workers coming off shift whose hands they had shaken
coming on shift eight hours before.
Newsmen, whose attention Longley craved, soon learned to avoid
being lured into his Blainemobile. “Don’t ever let him get you in that
thing,” John Day, the Bangor News’ political reporter warned his
colleagues. “Because his pitch is, ‘Why don’t you hop in the
Winnebago and ride to Millinocket with me?’ Do it and you’re trapped.
You’ll be at his mercy the whole night because he’ll keep talking
through the whole night. You’ve left your car someplace, and there’s no
escape.”
Longley’s secret was catnaps. He liked to tell the story how he closed
his first big insurance deal with a company whose directors had found
him dozing outside the board room while his competitors paced
nervously around, waiting to present their plans.
“If you were so confident of your package that you could sleep out
there, we knew it had to be a good one,” the company’s president told
him later, he said.
He’d nap on his way from breakfast with Kiwanians to lunch with
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Lions to dinner with Rotarians, stopping in between to charm Masons,
Exchangers, Newcomers and Go-Getters, to condemn government’s
octopodial reach to accountants, insurancemen, gas station owners, oil
dealers, motel operators, factory managers and shopkeepers, to bust
into restaurant kitchens to pin Think About It buttons on cooks,
dishwashers, waitresses or anyone else who might be hanging around.
One evening, after a talk to employees of the Central Maine Power
Company in Augusta, Longley buttonholed a reporter in the corridor. It
was ten-thirty. At three o’clock in the morning they were still there.
Longley, in his pin-striped suit, sitting on the floor with his legs crossed,
an arm resting on his briefcase, was going on about professional
politicians and why he was a Democratic drop-out. The reporter’s eyes
kept rolling toward the exit. McGregor was collapsed against an
opposite wall.
A janitor came by pushing a broom. Jumping up, Longley jabbed his
thumb getting a Think About It button out of his pocket. He pinned
the button on the janitor’s green work shirt.
“Hi, I’m Jim Longley,” he said exuberantly.
The janitor eyed him suspiciously.
“We got to close up here pretty soon,” the janitor said.
He gave his set speeches about the Longley Report proving Jim
Longley was a whiz and about the prodigal bureaucrats and the
conniving politicians who were responsible for much unhappiness in
the land. With no opponents to force him into specifics, he stuck with
generalities, rarely testing the unsure ground of issues. Maine’s bleak
rural poverty, the isolation of its elderly, the health care of its young, its
decayed seaports, its deserted shoe shops, its dread of another winter
without oil — these were problems he left to others for solutions.
They talked programs. He talked passions. They spoke of needs. He
preached the bottom line. They prescribed remedies. He assigned
blame: they cause inflation, they besmirch democracy, they cheat on
welfare, they profiteer from hardship, they would perpetuate it all.
Who are they?
They. . .are not us.
“I feel some of the greatest frauds and greatest violations of the
consumer movement are found in government, among do-gooders and
bureaucrats who never hesitate to harrass businessmen,” he said in a
speech to businessmen in the prosperous little city of Brunswick.
“We have heard reports of the Medicaid program not only wasting
products but polluting our streams. . .The reports indicate that some
prescriptions are given out in a year’s supply when the person receiving
them needs only enough for a few days. In this instance, we were told
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the excess drugs were reportedly dumped into a stream in such
quantities that it polluted the stream.”
Where did it happen? He didn’t say. When did it happen? He didn’t
say. Who reported it? He didn’t say.
Neither the press nor his opponents made him say.
His audience shook their heads. He had confirmed their suspicions.
He never tired of talking about himself, was never embarrassed by
self-promotion or shy of strange hands, as Mitchell and Erwin often
seemed to be. He’d belly right up to you, grab your elbow hard to show
he was your strong friend, talk close to your face.
“I think we can do it,” he’d say.
To a dinner audience of folks from Lewiston and its twin city of
Auburn, across the Androscoggin River, he could be his sentimental,
prolix best:
“No matter how far away he has been or how long he stayed away,
there is nothing like the warmth and feeling one gets when he is at
home with family and friends. I always feel that way about Lewiston
and Auburn and Androscoggin County because they are my home.
Androscoggin County was the home of my parents and my mother’s
parents. More than coincidentally perhaps this evening, this dinner is
being held between the home of my mother’s parents, the Wades, who
lived at 781 Lisbon Street, down the road, and the home of my father’s
parents in Lisbon, Maine. More than coincidentally, right out front of
the restaurant were the railroad tracks where my father was a streetcar
conductor and many a time, particularly on a Friday evening, I would
ride the railroad car with him and we would get to wave or to holler to
my mother’s parents and visit my father’s parents. My father served as
conductor on the car and he was so proud and grateful for he loved my
mother’s parents, as he did his own adopted parents, for he was an
orphan. Home, in this case my mother’s home, became his home every
bit as much as his own home, and our home on Androscoggin Avenue
became the home of my mother’s parents, my mother’s family, as well
as my Dad’s adopted family and, yes, this is the very neighborhood
where I watched the responsibility for the working man emerge and the
irresponsibility on the part of management and big business to be
brought into focus, that they did in fact have a responsibility to people
because it was in this neighborhood that my grandfather came home
from work one Christmas Eve, the father of eight children and in his
oldest daughter’s home six children whom he was trying to help, who
found out on this Christmas Eve that he and hundreds of others were
being laid off without notice, without warning, without severance pay.”

***
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After a while, despite polls showing him in or near the lead, Erwin
began to notice that whenever the three of them had appeared on a
platform together and they had all said their bits, the biggest crowd
would cluster around Longley. Often left without a hand to shake,
Erwin would retreat out a side door, soon to be followed by Mitchell.
On August ninth, when the helicopter flapped Richard Nixon from
the White House lawn into exile, Erwin knew it was all over. Within
days, the Republican money pools began to dry up. By September he
was scratching for donations. By October he had slipped from his early
lead in the polls and was scratching for votes.
He tried to stop Mitchell, for whom the Republican scandal was a
bonus on top of the earlier enfranchisement of eighteen-year-olds, who
certainly would be voting liberal in their first gubernatorial election. So
Erwin dug up the fact that Mitchell had served on the board of
directors of Freddy Vahlsing’s bankrupt sugar business five years
earlier. “The Vahlsing sugarbeet connection,” he called it. Mitchell
fired back that Erwin was recklessly and desperately trying to smear
him. Longley ran an ad, “Tired of Politicians Squabbling?”
Erwin didn’t know what do to about Longley. The polls still showed
Longley last.
“Keep ignoring him, he’ll run short of steam and kill himself off,”
Erwin’s advisors said.
So he did. Except for once in awhile calling Jim Longley “warmed
over Jim Erwin.”
Then in the last days, as the Sunday Telegram confirmed that a
Democrat would be elected unless he could stop Republicans from
deserting him to vote, not for Mitchell, but for the evangelical buck
saver without a party, Erwin went after Longley. By this time, some
prominent Republicans, including Joe Sewall, fearing another eight
years of Democratic rule, were campaigning openly for Longley.
Erwin bought advertising, full-page. They were making a mistake, he
cried; Mitchell is the enemy; Longley doesn’t have a chance.
“Wow, it’s beautiful!” Jack Havey chimed ecstatically when he saw
the ads. “The professiortal politician attacking the amateur. He’s
playing right into our hands.”
Later, much later, Erwin tried to explain.
“They asked me to be letterhead chairman of the Committee to
Re-Elect the President. I wasn’t doing anything. Just had my name on
the letterhead. Then when Nixon admitted he lied. . .1 had been very
careful not to point a finger at him. I didn’t know anything. All I knew
is what I read in the paper. I’m a lawyer. You get very gunshy about
saying a guy is guilty on circumstances. I didn’t know if he was guilty.
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Obviously something was wrong. But when he admitted he had lied,
and Ford pardoned him. . . .”
It was too late for Erwin. He was left election night with only a bitter
cfinsolation: “At least we destroyed George Mitchell.”
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Chapter 7

The Party’s Over

olly Curtis could not see her husband’s face but she knew what
was going through his mind. He sat at the foot of the hotel bed,
his back to her, his elbows on his knees. The television was on in
front of him but he was looking down at his hands.
“Don’t blame yourself, Kenny,” she said. There was a tone of mild
reproof in her voice.
He did not respond. She looked at his slouched shoulders and his
prematurely gray hair and the way his head was bowed before the
television.
They would be going home soon. She would comfort him then.
Angei, their thirteen-year-old daughter, probably would still be up. She
remembered how Angel had called them at the hotel earlier in the
evening after the first returns had been reported.
“Dad, Longley’s ahead. He can’t win, can he? I can’t stand it.”
“Of course not,” he had reassured her. “Those are just little places
coming in. They don’t mean a thing.”
He said it convincingly and Angel was glad and she, too, was glad
they didn’t mean a thing. And everybody had kept up their confidence
for quite a long time. Until it was obvious all those little places did
mean something.
She had been looking forward to the victory party in the ballroom
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downstairs. Not that she enjoyed parties, especially political ones with
all the usual hangers-on being especially obtrusive or especially
obsequious or especially drunk. But tonight Kenny and George would
have been there together and everyone would have been jubilant.
George would have been such a good governor. He would have seen that
the things Kenny had stood for and worked for these past eight years
were carried on.
They had started with a pre-victory party of their own in their room
high up in Portland’s Sheraton Eastland Hotel. A few longtime friends
and some staff, a bathtub full of ice, a cabinet top brimming with
liquor, trays crammed with hors d’oeuvres.
No one was drinking anymore. The hors d’oeuvres had gone soggy
and stale.
Lin Ross said it finally. Someone had to. He was sitting on the floor
by the radio, scoring the returns on a chart.
“He can’t catch up now,” he said solemnly.
George Mitchell had fallen a thousand votes behind. Longley was
going to win. She had been afraid to think it but Ross was a pro and
when he said it she knew it was true. They all knew it was true.
“What did I do?” her husband asked. He turned an anguished smile
to them.
Allen Pease, his administrative assistant, tried to make a joke of it.
He was a big soft-bellied man with small devilish eyes and he was steady
and kind and the strengths of her husband’s administration often were
Pease’s strengths — his good sense, his openness, his humor.
“That’s quite a creation of yours, old man.”
“Jesus, he promised me,” he said with sudden sharpness. “Not just
once. I don’t know how many times: he wouldn’t use it for political
purposes.”
But his anger was just something that flared and then died. He
looked down at his hands again. “That’s why I chose him,” he said,
almost inaudibly.
The television was telling it. The anchorman, struggling to explain,
was using words like punitive and disillusionment.
Democrats were mopping up Republicans all over the country and
the anchorman said that was punishment for Watergate and inflation
and all the rest. But in Maine the voters were ousting a previously
unbeatable Democrat from a congressional seat he had held eight years
and electing the Republican throw-away, the piece of cake who lived
with his Mom and had yet to hold a fulltime job. They were deposing
Republicans from the Legislature they had ruled for ten years and
installing Democrats as the new majority, allowing the Republicans to
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retain power in the Maine Senate, but giving the Democrats superiority
in the House. And they were taking the governorship from them both
and awarding it to Jim Longley.
Erwin, the favorite at the start, lay broken in the dust of seventy
thousand Republicans stampeding to Longley. Every place he should
have won, he lost. He couldn’t win a single county.
Mitchell was winning only in extremeties: Aroostook County in the
north, Washington County in the east, York and Cumberland Counties
in the south. Potato pickers, sardine packers, city sophisticates, people
without jobs. The very poor and the very rich, the worst educated and
the best educated.
Longley’s was the middle ground. The middle counties, the middle
coast, the middle class as measured by wages and schooling. The
parties had worked hard to pull out the vote and nearly three hundred
and sixty-five thousand Maine people were voting. Though only
fifty-seven per cent of the electorate, it was the biggest turnout in a
non-presidential election year. But when they closed the voting booth
curtains nearly forty per cent of the Republicans were marking their
mark by Longley’s name and so were more than thirty per cent of the
Democrats and nearly half of the independents.
Mitchell had guessed wrong about the young. As many went
maverick as went liberal. And he was wrong about Androscoggin
County and its biggest city, Lewiston. He thought their voters would
vote Democrat because they were Democrats. For every vote they gave
him, they gave two to Longley. The county and the city were vital to any
Democratic campaign but that was where Longley’s orphan father had
hollered to his in-laws from his streetcar, and that was where Longley
won.
And now the television cameras went to find him. In his election
night headquarters in the Holiday Inn in Auburn, the crowd of Longley
partisans was smoking and drinking and telling each other how they
were average people, no politicians here.
Lake View Plantation came in with its votes, the first of the night.
Longley six, Mitchell five, Erwin two. “I think we got it,” Jimmy
McGregor said.
Four portable color television sets were on but they didn’t have
antennas so Walter Cronkite was purple and John Chancellor was
green and pretty soon Walter Cronkite beat John Chancellor by being
first to say, with two per cent of the vote in, that Jim Longley was going
to win. Everybody who heard it was happy and they sent up a cheer and
that started other people cheering and they tuned all the television sets
to CBS, and everything was purple from then on.
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Then the word swirled round the room like a warm wind. Jim
Longley was going to appear. A man in the middle of the crowd wiped
the dust off his shoes with his handkerchief. “Everything’s gotta be
perfect,” he said.
He came out then, and they shouted.
“Nobody’s gonna kiss off,” someone said.
The next governor of Maine stood in front of them.
“This signals a new era for each of us which could alter the political
life here and elsewhere for a long time to come,” he shouted over their
shouts.
They cheered till their throats hurt.

***
“Kenny, we’d better go,” she said softly.
The television tote board showed Longley ahead by eight thousand
votes. Curtis got up mechanically and took their coats from the closet
and held hers while she got into it.
He looked around at the others, Lin Ross and Allen Pease and their
wives and the others. Their long faces.
“Ready?” he said, forcing a smile. They rode the elevator to the
ground floor without saying anything and when the doors opened
George Mitchell was waiting to get on. The ballroom across the way was
emptying out. One of Mitchell’s aides kept the elevator doors from
closing and Mitchell and Curtis looked into each other’s eyes. Curtis
put out his hand and said, “George. . .”
Mitchell shook hands with each of them as they stepped out and no
one said a word. As Kenny led her away, Polly Curtis looked back and
saw Mitchell standing silently in the elevator. His face was dark and
drawn. And then the doors closed and he was gone.
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Your Governor

t three o’clock he gave up trying to sleep. The bed was strange to
him and so was the house and so, now, was his life.
Rising quietly, he slipped into his sweat clothes and crept past
the security guard out the back door of the Blaine House. He paused on
the porch to get his bearings, then bounded down the long driveway
and into the street.
It had snowed. The darkness was empty and still. The sound of his
breath was the only sound. Before long he stopped feeling the cold. He
turned onto a larger road where the drivers of the few cars that crawled
by could not yet know who the running man was and was about to be.
When the sun came up, he drove to Lewiston for a funeral. Since he
was in the neighborhood, he thought he’d stop by to tell his Mom and
Dad the thing that was going to happen to their boy that night. He was
going to raise his hand and swear by the big red family Bible and he
would be the governor of Maine and all the people would be watching.
They were waiting for him by the river. There was no wind and the
snow that had fallen in the night softened in the sun and held on the
branches and on the stones and the sun made is sparkle all around
below the bend of the Androscoggin where they waited, the snow and
the sun glinting their names from the gray granite.
They were all together, his Mom and Dad and his mother’s parents

A
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and Uncle Charlie and Aunt Mary and his own sister Mary who had
stayed young while everyone else grew old, who was never older than
four, who probably never knew what diptheria was.
The stone said Wade-Longley but they were all Wades, or half
Wades, beneath it except for his Dad who lay buried under someone
else’s name. And having a wife and having children and being laid
among other coffins didn’t mean you still weren’t an orphan.
The stone stood close to the graveyard road which ran down to the
river. Willows leaned away from the bank, their brittle branches grown
over the river ice.
He wasn’t a Longley either.
His name would have been Long if only his Dad’s parents had not
died when their offspring were still young enough to be named
something else. Once his Dad took him down to Charlestown, in
Boston, to look at their grave. He said they were killed in a carriage
accident.
He told him about the orphanage. About how, in the summer, a Mr.
Lynch would come up from Providence, collect the boy orphans and
parade them down the aisles of churches all over New England to see if
anyone wanted them.
One day a man named Longley, a dairy farmer in Lisbon, Maine,
picked his Dad.
The orphan grew up and went to war on the Meuse and the Marne
and in Belleau Wood. A year after coming home to his old job taking
tickets on the trolleys of the Androscoggin and Kennebec Railway, he
married Catherine Wade, the daughter of English and Irish
immigrants, whose wages helped to feed a brood of younger brothers
and sisters.
The couple rented a flat in a tenement on Knox Street in Lewiston,
near the mills. After their third child and second son — they named
him Jimmy, after his Dad — was born, they bought a place of their
own. The little house was at 78 Androscoggin Avenue near the crest of a
small hill. From their rear windows they could see the back of the city
and the chimneys of the mills. The conversations of their neighbors and
the fragrance of flowers and cut grass floated through their summer
windows and their home was without sorrow until Mary died.
As the country sank into the Great Depression, Catherine gave birth
to three more children, all girls. Rules were strictly enforced in the
Longley household, misbehavior sternly punished. Frivolity could not
be tolerated. Waste was a sin as wicked as any ever whispered in
Confession; work was virtue, money salvation. The times were not the
only teacher: the orphanage had its say. It had taught the orphan to use
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his fists, to be tough, and now the orphan taught his namesake it was
more important to be respected than to be loved. The boy learned the
jaw and kidneys were vulnerable, as were the feelings of orphans and
other underdogs.
One day his Dad, who coached their baseball team, summoned all
the neighborhood kids together and scolded them for having run after
the ragman’s cart taunting “You killed Christ” in a mocking cruel
childsong. Before the orphanage, a Jewish family had cared for him and
his two sisters. He would always remember it and he wanted them to
remember it and that was the way his son Jimmy tried to remember
him: as a defender of ragmen, a hero of places with French names, a
sandlot baseball coach who sometimes played in a grown-up league and
once went three for four.
Jim Longley would boast of being the son of a street car conductor
who would let poor people ride free till payday. “We were never poor
because we were happy,” he liked to reminisce of his past. He wanted
people to know it hadn’t been easy.
At the outset of the Depression, his Dad entered Republican county
politics and got himself appointed a deputy under Sheriff David
Walton, who ran what the newspapers called the “strongest political
unit ever developed” in Androscoggin County. He was assigned to the
liquor squad, which raced around the county raiding drugstores and
gas stations for Prohibition booze. Between his deputy’s pay and the
money he got from his Wprld War One bonus and from moonlighting
on the trolleys and clerking part-time in Dumont’s Confectionary Store,
he was able to buy a 1934 Chevrolet, new furniture for the living room
of their new home, an automatic washer and a new three-piece suit for
Catherine, a blue outfit with a fur collar.
He worked his way up to chief deputy under a succeeding sheriff and
lobbied for his job when the sheriff died in office. The appointment was
up to the Republican governor, Lewis Barrows, and the Executive
Council, whose seven members, all Republicans elected by the
Republican-controlled Legislature, functioned as the state’s confirma
tory power. They would be guided by the recommendation of the
Androscoggin County Republican Committee. The Lewiston Sun
reported Chief Deputy Longley to be the logical choice by virtue of his
years of service.
On a Saturday morning in 1937, the candidate’s son arrived at St.
Mary’s to serve mass. The priest said to him, “Too bad about your
father.”
“What about him?” the boy asked.
“He’s not going to make it.”
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“Make what?”
“He’s not going to be appointed sheriff.”
“Why?” the boy asked.
“A Catholic can’t make it in this state.”
That afternoon, his Dad took him to a parade in Waterville.
Governor Barrows was there. They got close to him.
“Afternoon, governor,” his Dad said.
The governor frowned. “I’m sorry, Jimmy,” he said in a low voice. “I
can’t get you through the Council.”
“What did he mean, Dad?” the boy asked on the way home. “You’ve
got to remember, son,” he recalled his father saying, “There’s bigotry
and hatred and prejudice in Maine. He’s telling me someone else is
going to be sheriff.”
Rex Bridges, a city farm superintendent, got the job. His Dad was
demoted to plain deputy. Not long after, he began to fail. His insides
were in turmoil. He told his son it was the gas at the Meuse and the
Marne and in Belleau Wood. He was only forty-four when the sheriffs
department let him go.
In later years Jim Longley would say that his father had been
mortally injured during an act of heroism. He was on guard duty at the
county jail. A prisoner complained of a toothache. His Dad gave him a
break. Freed him from his cell. Turned his back for a moment to get
medicine. The prisoner bolted. He was big and strong. His Dad tried to
stop him. Caught him at the door. They wrestled at the top of a flight of
stone stairs. The prisoner pushed him down. His Dad suffered broken
ribs, terrible internal injuries. He never recovered. It was the
story Governor Longley told people.
For awhile they kept him in the veterans hospital in Togus, Maine.
The newspapers reported him suffering from a heart ailment. Later he
was transferred to a veterans hospital in Bedford, Massachusetts, where
he died.
The day before his death, his son Jimmy went down to see him. He
brought a pack of White Owl cigars, two for a nickel. Jimmy was nearly
seventeen. He had been elected president of his senior class. The
position required speaking sometimes in front of everybody. He had
been afraid. His tongue could never quite find the right spot behind his
teeth for the sound of L’s, so that his own name came from his mouth
something like “Wongwee.” But he didn’t run away. He didn’t quit. He
got up in front of them all and spoke. He could have run away.
He found his Dad sitting feebly in a chair by his bed. He lit a cigar for
him. His Dad took a puff and then something happened to his arm. His
hand dropped to the side of his chair and he tried to lift the cigar to his
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mouth but his arm wouldn’t move. Young Jimmy ran down the hall
crying for help.
James B. Longley, the stone said. Oct. 21, 1894 - April 7, 1941. His
wife, Catherine. . .
He already was five years older than his Dad. And in him was
unknown blood of an unknown family named Long whose son died of a
paralytic stroke at the age of forty-six.
They were left alone in the house at 78 Androscoggin Avenue.
Because she was a widow of a man who had been on the Meuse and the
Marne and in Belleau Wood, the government awarded Catherine
twenty-two dollars and fifty cents a month. She worked at the mill and
in a women’s store and she waited on tables and her children saw little
of her except on Sunday when they would go to mass together. Her
oldest son, Frank, was working at the mill; he had given up any idea of
going to college when his father took sick. Jimmy had an after-school
job at Benoit’s, a men’s clothing store. When his father had to leave the
sheriffs department and they knew he’d never work again and the
support of the family fell to his Mom and his brother, Jimmy tried to
quit school and sign on at the mill. But when he showed up at the
Sanforizer, Frank made him go home and took his place, working
double shift, for thirty-two dollars a week.
“Now we’ll really see if you’ve got the courage I think you have,”
Longley remembered Hyme Shanahan, a coach at Lewiston High
telling him on his first day back to school after the funeral.
He found a poem called Thanatopsis. It spoke of death as the last
bitter hour, the stern agony, the breathless darkness, the narrow house
in which he, too, would one day abide “to be a brother of the insensible
rock and to the sluggish clod. . .”
And the poem asked of him, “So shalt thou rest, and what if thou
withdraw in silence from the living, and no friend take note of thy
departure?”
Two months later he graduated from high school and went to work
full time at Benoit’s. That December the Japanese attacked Pearl
Harbor.
For two years he sold socks and shirts for a salary of thirty-five
dollars a week. He was the man of the family now; Frank had gone to
the Army. He grew restless. Finally, in June 1943, following the lead of
his brother, he waived his dependency deferment and was drafted into
the Army Air Corps. He was nineteen. He thought he’d be a pilot. But
he never got his wings, or any rank. And he never fought in places with
French names. He stayed stateside, repaired radios and was medically
discharged after nineteen months.
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Whenever anyone asked about his Army career, he’d say:
“I don’t particularly like people who wave the military, wave the flag.
The best thing that happened to me in the military was meeting my wife
— and seeing the war end.”
He read about the war’s end in the newspaper. He had been back
home in Maine for six months and was enrolled as a twenty-one-yearold freshman at Bowdoin College, a small campus of quiet walkways
and towering trees in the coastal city of Brunswick.
As if to atone for his lackluster showing in the Army Air Corps, he
plunged into campus life with a vengeance, emerging not only with a
degree but a profit. He got a scholarship, borrowed money from the
college president, stoked furnaces, waited on tables, proctored a dorm,
took over the laundry concession, ran a dry cleaning business, sold
advertising for printing on desk blotters and delivered flowers. In a
single year, he once boasted, he sent five thousand dollars home to his
Mom.
He graduated in a bit over two years (as did much of the student body
of the time; Bowdoin, like other colleges, was running year round in
trimesters). He was president of the student council, president of Psi
Upsilon Fraternity, a Dean’s List student, winner of the Bradbury
Debating Prize and recipient of the Lucien Howe Award, given to the
Bowdoin senior who, “by example and influence, has illustrated the
outstanding qualities of gentlemanly conduct and character.”
Reminiscing of his college years, he would recall how he sprang to the
defense of victims of prejudice — most notably a Negro and a Jew. He
often told people of the time when, as president of Psi Upsilon, he was
on a reception committee greeting new students at the Brunswick
railroad station and looking them over as potential pledges.
“I can see it,” he would say. “It was the fall of 1945. I went to the
railroad station with the one guy in our house who had a car, Dick
Edgecomb. A lot of other fraternities were there picking up people. As
we drove away from the station there was one person left there. I looked
over my shoulder and said, ‘Look, Dick. Look at this.’ It was a black
guy. Nobody had picked him up. I’ll never forget. He had a suitcase tied
up with a rope. So we picked him up and brought him up to the college.
A week or two later, the president of the college called me in and asked
me if I knew the boy. He was concerned about him. He said he had
moved into a college environment but he wasn’t getting into a
fraternity. He was living by himself.”
So he and his roommate, Ira “Sonny” Pitcher, captain of football,
put an extra bed in their room in Psi Upsilon Fraternity House and the
young black moved in with them. His name was Matthew Branch.
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About the same time, a Jew also moved into the house. Fraternity
President Longley spoke in their behalf before the house committee
which accepted them as pledges. But when their names were sent into
the national Psi Upsilon office for approval, they were turned down
because Branch was black and the Jew was Jewish. They had to move
out of the fraternity house.
“I can live with discrimination for myself but I have real trouble
living with it when it impacts on other people,” is how he would wind
up his story. “This made me for the first time sensitive to the black
because we didn’t have many blacks in Maine. I’ll never forget when I
first saw a for-whites-only rest room in Greensboro, North Carolina. I
felt sick to my stomach.”
A few months later, retiring as president of the student council, he
spoke on the subject of prejudice during morning chapel.
As he saw it, there were two types of bigots: “those who criticize
because of their own lack of ability, and thereby attempt to raise
themselves, and those who are striving for a goal and are frightened by
the influx of new and better men.”
“The gold star on the service flag behind me represents the men from
Bowdoin who made the supreme sacrifice,” he said stirringly. “Of the
eighty-four represented there, eleven were Jewish men who not so long
ago walked along the campus and sat in this same chapel. And as that
gold star represents equality, let it remind us that equality should
prevail on the Bowdoin campus!”
He was fiery and righteous and emotional, and the college
newspaper, The Bowdoin Orient, of which he was an editor, gave him
good play at the top of its front page.
After the speech, Ira Pitcher came up to him and said,
“Keep that up and someday you’ll be governor.”
Most always, however, whenever anyone asked, he would be able to
lead the questioner away from his Army career into a reminiscence of
how he met his wife. And then he could say how they met in a USO in
Springfield, Ohio. He was a handsome, sturdy, nineteen-year-old with
blond hair and luminous blue eyes, a pre-flight cadet enrolled in an
Army Air Corps training program at Wittenberg College in Springfield.
Helen Angela Marie Walsh was a slender, quiet, pleasant-looking girl
of good Catholic upbringing. She worked as a stenographer at nearby
Wright Patterson Air Field. Like his Mom, she was from a large family.
She went to work so her brothers and sisters could go to college.
A couple of weeks later they met a second time at a dance on campus.
They danced.
Then one day Jimmy went away to repair radios in Texas. Their
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courtship continued by mail for six years. Once in a while he’d get to
see her if he happened to pass by Springfield.
In the summer of 1949, having returned to Maine, graduated from
Bowdoin, undergone insurance management training at Connecticut
Mutual in Hartford, and opened a small insurance office in Lewiston,
he decided he could afford to take a wife. He invited Helen to Maine to
meet his Mom.
They went to a Fourth of July dance at Island Park, outside Lewiston,
with Ira Pitcher and his wife. On their way home they stopped
for a hamburger and Jimmy proposed. They were married two months
later at St. Raphael’s Church in Springfield.
The next year his Mom had a heart attack and had to give up work.
She was fifty-five.
The support of the whole family now fell to him. His brother Frank
was going to Bowdoin, his oldest sister, Marge, was in college and his
two other sisters, Eileen and Connie, were still in school in Lewiston
and living at home with his Mom. And Helen was pregnant.
Repeating his whirlwind performance at Bowdoin, he threw himself
into his work with a fury and a passion that brought to his family not
only enough, but much.
His business prospered and grew. He bought a couple of insurance
companies in Portland. He enrolled in law school to learn things that
would help him sell insurance. He took a partner. He expanded into
estate planning, pension plans, profit sharing, taxes, fringe benefits. He
moved into a bigger office in an old mansion on Main Street. He and
Helen moved into a new house in Robinson Gardens, a quiet street of
tasteful new homes near the Bates College campus. They bought a
summer house on a lake. It had a cathedral ceiling, a guest cottage and
a tennis court. He joined the Elks, became Exalted Ruler. He took his
place in the Chamber of Commerce. He did his civic duty with the
United Fund. He went to the Healy Asylum and took the boy orphans
to hockey games. He got onto the boards of directors of a couple of
banks, a hospital and a steel foundry.
His activities enabled him to meet more and more people to whom to
sell insurance. He sold a million dollars worth of life insurance
annually. That got him membership on the Million Dollar Roundtable.
He became its secretary and then — it was a matter of course — its
second vice president, its first vice president, its president, its past
president. He gave speeches on such subjects as “Funding the Marital
Deduction Value” to insurance conventions and college seminars. He
shook hands with other speakers, hands belonging to Lester Pearson,
John Gardner and others. . .James Michener and Norman Vincent
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Peale. He placed promotional pieces on himself in the Lewiston Sun
and Lewiston Journal.
The Democratic Party, while the party of power in Lewiston, was the
minority party in Maine, and he joined it. That enabled him to meet
politicians and to renew his acquaintanceship with an old law school
buddy, a Democratic candidate for governor named Ken Curtis.
Helen got pregnant four more times.
In 1964, his Mom died. She was sixty-nine.
Then. . .it was during the campaign. . .Frank. . .he was only
fifty-three. . .had a heart attack.
He flew down to Frank’s bedside in Northampton, Massachusetts.
Once again his big brother chased him home.
“You get back to Maine,” Frank scolded him. “And you win.”
Now the sun was higher over the cemetery but it was turning colder
and the wind began to blow. It was time to go. His guests would be
waiting for him — a little pre-inaugural get-together at the Blaine
House.
He just wanted to say one more thing.
It was a prayer.
“If I ever needed your help,” he told the people beneath the stone, “I
need it now.”
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My Time Is Your Time

U •• .and I told them, ‘I never needed your help more than now.’ ”
He paused a moment for the multitude to be touched.
He was the sixty-seventh governor of Maine.
Helen held the Bible.
Joe Sewall had sworn him in.
Television cameras beholding him. Photographers jockeying for the
right angle. The whirr and click of their shutters.
In center stage, beneath a yellow canopy, at the vertex of spotlights.
Surrounded by the leaders of the Legislature, the justices of the high
courts, senators and congressmen and former governors.
Governor of Maine.
James B. Longley.
Number 67.
Four thousand people gazed at him from the bleachers and from the
better seats on the basketball floor. And all the others watching in their
homes and in barrooms and in the TV sales departments of Sears and
other stores.
Never before had such great numbers witnessed an inauguration.
Always in the past the ceremony had been held in the morning before a
joint session of the Legislature in the House of Representatives, whose
public gallery only seated one hundred and forty-one. He did not want
65

The Year of the Longley

to address just a room full of politicians and one hundred and forty-one
people; he wanted as many as possible to share the occasion with him.
So he had the swearing-in switched to prime time and moved to the
Augusta Civic Center’s main arena where, on other occasions,
Lawrence Welk played, the Lippizzan Stallions pranced, and where,
only a little while before, the annual Boston Burial and Casket Show
had laid out its wares.
In the pastel-colored plastic seats just in front of him, the
Democratic and Republican members of the One Hundred and
Seventh Legislature sat scowling, skeptically waiting to hear what the
new governor had to say so they could say the honeymoon was over. He
had made bridesmaids of their candidates and was moving into their
house not modest and blushing but behaving as though his virginity
made him more virtuous than they.
He looked beyond them, to the radiant faces of old ladies and old
men bussed in from senior citizen centers around the state, to the proud
and excited faces of business friends and old school chums, insurance
colleagues and those he liked to think of as Longley Legionnaires. And
he looked to the unseen faces beyond the auditorium, the untold
thousands of faces on the receiving end of the television cameras
pointed his way.
Four hundred invited guests had followed him over from the
pre-inaugural party. There was also to be a post-inaugural party, the
two Blaine House events taking the place of the traditional inaugural
ball in the Augusta Armory. An inaugural ball was something that had
to be paid for out of a new governor’s own pocket — or the pockets of
his friends — and it could run into a lot of money, figuring the cost of
liquor and hiring a decent band. When he announced he was cancelling
the ball, he said he wanted to save the state the expense. That got him
good play in the national press, which cited it as further proof that he
was prototypic, as well as in the Maine press, which said such austerity
deserved praise in such times. It also won good applause from the
taxpayers, who didn’t know they wouldn’t have had to pay for it
anyhow.
The pre-inaugural party had whipped his Legionnaires’ enthusiasm
to a peak. Returning from his parents’ grave exuberantly ready for his
future, he had burst upon the Blaine House celebrants like sudden
sunlight, bear-hugging men and kissing ladies in long dresses who left
bright red lipstick smears on his cheeks.
He had been so choked up he could barely speak. “Son of a gun. .
son of a gun. . . son of a gun!” he had piped effusively as he embraced
George Orestis, whom he hadn’t seen for at least hours, pounding him
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and pumping his hand. He intended to make Orestis his new State
Lottery director on the strength of his performance with a family
laundry business in Lewiston and with the ever-popular Fenton
Brothers Band, which played around Maine in the 1930’s. (Governor
Curtis’ State Lottery director had run a bowling alley in Biddeford and
once won a regional candlepin championship.)
And Jack Peckinpaugh. . .it was so good to see him again. He was a
Million Dollar Roundtabler from Muncie, Indiana, who had
contributed one hundred dollars to the Longley campaign. Now he
pulled out another gift. An official photographer recorded the emotion
of the governor-to-be as he undid the ribbon, lifted out a seagull of
heavy glass and shook his head slowly in humble gratitude. “Thank
you. . .thank you.. .thank you, Jack,” was all he could manage to say.
Other Roundtablers from Chicago, Alabama and Tennessee joined him
and Peckinpaugh and they posed for pictures.
“You know, fellows,” he said when he had recovered his composure,
his forehead breaking into strata of earnest wrinkles, “more of us ought
to get into government. I think we’ve got a lot to offer this country. I
mean, we’re all organizationally minded.”
They showed him nods of shared concern. They were smartly suited
men who stood erectly, smiled whitely and shook hands assertively,
easily noticed among the other guests — men whose suit jackets bulged
or bagged and women who displayed new hairdos and hid red hands.
The crowd milled around a tabletop of casseroles, warm buns, nibbles
to be speared with toothpicks and small plates which could not hold
much food. The Blaine House cook had prepared two bowls of punch,
one non-alcoholic, the other spiked mildly with wine.
To Longley’s dismay, a couple of reporters — whom he was learning
to call newspersons — showed up at the party and found the right
punchbowl, from which they drank prodigiously to compensate for the
lack of stronger drink. They then elbowed through the throng to
eavesdrop on what he was saying to his guests, thinking there might be
a story in what occupied the mind of a man about to become Number
67. But whenever they caught up to him, he used his old trick of
introducing them to whomever might be standing nearby and escaping
while they exchanged hands and a few disinterested words.
In pursuit, the reporters found their path blocked at one turn by an
old man in an ancient-looking blue suit who proudly announced he was
a Longley Legionnaire. And now he had been invited to the Blaine
House, where he had not been before even though he just lived down
the road in Hallowell, a city consisting of one street of antique stores.
He sensed it was his house now, not the politicians’ or the bureaucrats’.
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“No sir, never did anything like this before,” he said, smiling
appreciatively at the chandeliers and the grand piano and the people all
dressed up. “Been a Republican all my life, but. . .say, know how I
come to be a Republican?” he asked with a wink. The newspersons
made no sign of wanting to know. They were trying to keep Longley in
sight.
“You’ll get a kick out of this,” he promised, nudging closer. “I was
down in Massachusetts one day and after eating a pretty heavy meal I
got caught short and. . .” He hesitated; one of the newspersons was a
woman and he seemed to wonder whether he should continue. “. . .and
had to relieve myself,” he added quickly.
The female newsperson didn’t flinch. The old man seemed glad. It
was a good story and he wanted to tell it.
“I spotted this school across the way,” he went on, easily now, “and
ran into it because I knew they’d have facilities. It was an election day,
and after I was done I came back into this room where they was voting.
Everybody was jabbering some foreign language, Italian or Russian or
something. Well, later I read how that ward voted Democratic, so when
I went to register later on and they asked me what I wanted to be,
Republican or Democrat, all I knew is I wasn’t what those foreigners
was so I must be Republican, and that’s how I signed up.”
He laughed merrily.
“But never did anything like this,” he confessed with pride. “Saw his
ad in the newspaper and sent him a contribution. Worked in the
campaign. Talked him up, that sort of thing. Now coming to the Blaine
House and all. . .”
Just then Longley danced by.
“Ever see so many non-politicians before?” he grinned broadly
at the newspersons, nimbly out-distancing them again.
Some bureaucrats, Curtis hold-overs who would serve until Longley
decided to replace or reappoint them, were bunched together in a tight
little cluster in the Sun Room. Cups of punch hung listlessly on their
index fingers. They looked apprehensively at the jubilant, unfamiliar
faces around them and then looked silently into each other’s eyes. They
had drunk martinis and Manhattans in the Blaine House many times
before but now they were the strangers in the place.
Longley had approached one of them, Don Nichols, the chief of the
state police, mistaking him for his own bodyguard, Alwyn Treadwell.
Nichols and Treadwell were both tall, handsome men and they both
used to be Marines but they didn’t look anything alike other than
looking like cops.
“Tread, will you ring across the street and ask the girls to come
over?” he had said to Nichols. “Thank you so much.” With a shrug, the
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police chief had gone to the telephone and told the secretaries in the
governor’s State House office they were invited to join the fun. A couple
of them came. They timidly informed their new boss that Jo Gacetta,
Curtis’ strongly partisan appointments secretary whom Longley had
promised to keep on when he was poking around for support in the
early days (he ran out and bought her jumper cables one wintry day
when he learned she hadn’t been able to start her car), had gone home
early from her first day on the new job. She said she didn’t feel well.
He had talked so much of there being too many state workers. The
office girls were afraid. The bureaucrats at the Blaine House party were
afraid. That morning, they had watched the grounds crew disassemble
a Christmas display on the Blaine House lawn. It had life-sized
mannequins mounted on a glass-encased stage which revolved
from one Christmas scene to another. The workmen had thrown the
mannequins over their shoulders and loaded them in the back of the
truck. The plaster figures stared out helplessly, their arms arrested in
the position of stringing cranberries and popcorn. The sight made the
bureaucrats uneasy.
Longley could not tell how his prayer to his parents in their grave
affected the inaugural crowd, but it must have touched them because
they sat expectant and still. There was nothing wrong with sharing a
prayer. He would make his staff pray. He would make his cabinet
members pray. A good prelude to any day or any business meeting. And
not a bad prologue to an inaugural address. Not bad at all.
He began to read his speech.
He was a man of his time. Other men were men of their times.
Time was not a circle.
“Time is a straight line,” he said.
This line, called a time line, rushed people to their destinies. It was
rushing Maine to its destiny. It couldn’t be bent. It could, however, be
severed. Split down the middle, it revealed on one half a store to be kept
open. On the other side was situated “not an easy rest stop.” With the
not-an-easy-rest-stop half, which apparently was pliable after all, a
noose would be knotted to garrote government growth. Its two halves
rejoined, the time led to another line, the bottom line. Under this line
lay all that was wrong with the country, the sum attributable to “elected
officials who become champions of attractive sounding programs which
offer free services and aid to their constituency, which are close to
bankrupting America as well as states like Maine.”
All this brought little reaction from the audience, which seemed to be
struggling with the metaphors. (The thing about time as a straight line
appeared to have been borrowed from Ayn Rand, whose Atlas
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Shrugged would be required reading in the new administration. It is
about the despoliation of the world and the demoralization of mankind
as a consequence of government bureaucrats meddling in private
business and catering to do-gooders. In the end, the world gets saved by
a few brilliant people with intense blue eyes).
As for specifics. He hoped the Legislature would not try to repeal the
uniform property tax, a new law designed to improve the quality of
public schools by redistributing some state-collected property tax rev
enue from some richer towns to some poorer ones (he himself would try
to get it repealed). The Legislature should, however, abolish the Execu
tive Council (his Dad could have been sheriff). State workers were some
of the most dedicated, talented and loyal employees anywhere and he
wanted to retain them and attract more like them (he would wait until
tomorrow to order a hiring freeze and then start laying them off).
He was well into his speech before he drew his first response — a
snicker. It came at his announcement that he was going to summon
Curtis’ left-over department heads for a cabinet meeting at seven
o’clock the next morning. That was early for them to be up. The
audience obviously liked it.
His loudest applause followed soon after when, in an angry voice, he
let government agencies have it for “spending taxpayer money to
promote the spending of additional taxpayer money.” No one knew
exactly what he was talking about but he singled out the University of
Maine and it sounded good and so they clapped hard and their
clapping sounded good to him so he repeated what he had just said,
adding with a shout, “This is government incest at its worst!” and the
audience clapped all the harder.
In fifteen minutes he was finished. It was that simple. He was
governor. He would take up residence in the Blaine House. Assume
command. And, in a matter of days, perhaps thirty — sixty at the
outside — he would set it all straight. He would save millions of dollars
for Maine taxpayers, turn politicians honest, make bureaucrats care
about people more than their jobs. Everything would be more efficient,
people would work harder, welfare cheaters would get off AFDC,
government regulators would get off the backs of businessmen. No
more money would be wasted. Government would be like him: it might
not be loved, but it would be respected.
The crowd, having applauded him twenty-one times (some
newspersons had counted), sat silently now, waiting for time to rush
him off to destiny. He had only to sum up in a final few words. . .two
quotations he had chosen especially. They — better than he could ever
hope to — said it all.
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The first was by a “great American” (William Shakespeare).
“ ‘Some people inherit great honors, some people deserve great
honors, some people have great honors thrust upon them,’ ” he said,
saying it was Abraham Lincoln who had said it.
(The way Shakespeare had said it was, “Some are born great, some
achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust upon them.”)
“The State of Maine has thrust a great honor on Jim Longley,” Jim
Longley observed with solemnity. He seemed to make an effort to look
humble.
His final selection was a paraphrase of the words of that “famous son
of Maine,” Rudy Vallee (a native of Vermont).
“ ‘My time will be your time’ ” said the new governor, “ ‘and your
time will be my time.’ ”
Because it was the end of his speech, the audience, instead of singing
along, rose to its feet and applauded.
Number 67 stood in center stage nodding humbly, mouthing silent
thank yous, gratefully accepting the people’s applause, as if it were Jack
Peckinpaugh’s seagull.
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He Figured It Out

he next day he found himself flanked by flags in a strange, semi
circular office, sitting in a large leather chair with a golden
Great Seal stencilled at head-level like a halo.
Behind him, high windows looked out on the rear of a concrete office
building in which hundreds of bureaucrats were planning junkets and
thousands of clerks were taking coffee breaks. To his front, double
doors protected him from the wheelers and dealers positioning pork
barrels in the corridor between House and Senate. To his left was a
washroom of his very own. To his right a red telephone for calling the
President in case of attack.
Staff members came through a side door in deference, calling him by
title, seeking direction, hoping not to displease him.
It was all so very. . .humbling.
And, unfortunately, awkward.
Having spent a year and more railing against professional politicians,
bureaucrats and big spenders, he now sat in their midst, the highest
paid of politicians, the head of all bureaucrats, the author of an
impending budget far bigger than that of any of his predecessors.
Out there were twelve thousand or perhaps fourteen thousand state
workers (no one knew for sure; no one had ever bothered to count).
Somehow he had to make whatever it was they were doing more
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"economical, efficient and effective” (one of his sub-slogans) and bring
it “closer to the people” (one of his promises). While doing so, he was
going to have to show himself to be the “extremely liberal
humanitarian” he said he was as well as the “fiscal conservative” he
also said he was.
He had to figure it out.
He was in a predicament because the state faced immense spending
increases just to keep up with inflation, meet current expenses and
deliver higher education subsidies promised cities and towns by the
previous Legislature in an effort to reduce their property taxes. The new
subsidy law, funded initially with the help of federal revenue sharing,
had been enacted with the knowledge that the next time around,
general state taxes — those on sales or incomes — would probably have
to be raised.
The trouble was, he had promised not only not to raise taxes
(Mitchell and Erwin, who knew better, had avoided the subject) but to
save at least two hundred and fifty million dollars before his term
expired. Even after chopping a flat percentage off various departmental
accounts and omitting non-essentials (including the 1976 elections), his
budget advisors told him he still was going to have to spend more than
seven hundred million dollars — about one hundred and sixty million
more than Curtis had spent.
And that wasn’t all.
Unemployment was rising to its highest level since the Great
Depression, forcing the state to borrow money to compensate people
without jobs. The trouble was, he had said there were too many state
employees and he intended to reduce their number. The trouble was,
that would increase unemployment and cost taxpayers more to keep
them in benefits and food stamps than it would to keep them in their
jobs.
The failing economy, while increasing pressure for the state to curtail
services because of faltering revenue and public resistance to more
taxes, was increasing the number of people in need of services,
especially social welfare programs. And the trouble with that was, those
were the programs he especially was going to cut, including some for
the elderly for whom he had promised to do more.
And not only that.
Oil companies were itching to go exploring in rich fishing grounds of
the Maine fleet; the New England Telephone Company was getting
ready to request the highest utility rate increase in history; people
expected him to be oracular about third parties and the Independent
Movement; the press was pressuring him to say whether he would
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accept a draft for the Presidency; spruce budworms were devouring the
northern forests; only one of the girls he had brought along to staff his
office knew how to type; and three thousand Passamaquoddy and
Penobscot Indians were suing the state for twenty-five billion dollars
and the return of twelve and a half million acres of aboriginal tribal
lands — two-thirds of Maine — on which three hundred thousand
non-Indians lived. On top of it all, the toilet paper holder in his
washroom squeaked.
Somehow he had to figure it out.
A million people were waiting for him to act.
It wasn’t going to be like selling life insurance.
Or, maybe, it was. . .
Lifting the receiver of a green telephone on his desk, he issued
orders:
The Bureau of Public Improvements was to send someone over
immediately to fix the toilet paper holder.
The rest was simple.
He would disguise the fact that his profession was now politics and
that the bureaucracy worked for him by condemning politicians and
bureaucrats more stridently than ever.
He would retain “people advisors” instead of political advisors.
He would exhibit his liberal humanitarianism by continuing Curtis’
catastrophic illness program and display his fiscal conservatism by not
budgeting any money for it.
He would do more for the aged by unveiling a plan to distribute free
drugs to the 170,000 elderly people living in Maine — just as soon as
the nation’s drug companies would donate them.
He would prove government to be more efficient by quoting statistics
that he had reduced the number of state employees by either eight
hundred or six hundred or one hundred and ten (not knowing how
many workers there were made it difficult to know how many there
were not).
He would demonstrate government to be more effective by inviting
Friday afternoon inspection of the parking lot to see if there weren’t
more state employees’ cars parked there now than on Friday afternoons
in the past.
He would bring government closer to the people by transferring back
to local governments a larger chunk of the expense of road repair, snow
plowing, welfare and school costs.
As for his two hundred and fifty million dollars in promised savings
— he would do better than that.
Much, much better.
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When his budget was ready, he would reveal that he had— not in
four years but in an incredibly few short weeks — saved three hundred
million dollars by proposing to spend seven hundred million dollars
instead of one billion.
And, finally, he would overcome any inadequacies of his office staff
or any disadvantages of inexperience by a brilliant stroke:
He would hire himself a professional politician and a few entrenched
bureaucrats.
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Shopping in the Governor’s Store

n the kind of store he wanted government to be, there was no
room for three particular bureaucrats who, the new governor
decided, were bad for business.
He wanted his store to be a place where businessmen shopping for
bargain prices would be attended by solicitous clerks. Where the
floorwalkers would be ever mindful that bankers and insurancemen
and utility company presidents were also consumers. Where occasional
indiscretions would be treated delicately by the store detective,
remembering that the businessman with the bulging pockets was a
human being with a family.
Roberta Weil, the first of the three bureaucrats, made businessmen
uneasy.
As the Curtis administration’s commissioner of business regulation,
she imported as her chief bank regulator an expert with whom bankers
had had no chance to be chums. She hired a tough consumer attorney
with a long record of exposing business fraud. She stopped the state
insurance superintendent from accepting from the insurance industry
his annual Christmas gift of a side of bacon. She ordered state
regulators to stop accepting from their regulatees expense-paid trips to
fun-filled business conventions.
She was confident, keen, aggressive, independent and committed.

I

77

The Year of the Longley
She was a curse on Longley.
When he told her that she would have to sign an undated letter of
resignation if she wanted to keep her job in his administration, she
refused.
As head of a regulatory department, she would be compromised by
such a letter, she said — especially since among the businesses regulat
ed by her department was his. Moreover, what he asked technically was
illegal. The law said that if she were reappointed by him, her term
would expire with his, unless he could show cause for firing her; not
merely, at his pleasure, by filling in a date on a letter.
Her refusal smacked of defiance, and defiance to Longley was
inefficient. (Casting off the humbleness of his inaugural performance,
Longley on his first day in office had pronounced: “It is inefficient to
have individuals defy a governor.”)
It was not the first time Roberta Weil had defied him.
During the Maine Management and Cost Survey, he had tried to stop
her department from making annual audits of banks and from seeing
that they complied with the state’s truth-in-lending laws (Longley at the
time was a member of the boards of directors of two banks).
In spite of his showing in the Longley Report that the scheme could
save the state $27,500 by eliminating the jobs of two state bank
examiners and one clerk (at the same time he calculated the elimination
of auditors’ fees alone would save bankers more than a hundred
thousand dollars a year), she objected strongly. Such a restriction, she
said, would make a sham of state regulation.
Yet there still might have been room for her in the new regime (he
had intimated she might be just right foY one or two jobs that didn’t
exist) if she had not told the press about the letter of resignation.
Forced to publicly explain, he denied the suggested letter was an
attempt to circumvent the law; he only had wanted to strike a blow for
equal rights, he said.
“This simply would place in the hands of the governor — the only
representative of all of the people — the same rights department heads
have since they can resign at any time.”
His logic failed to impress equal rights protagonists. Women’s
groups especially were unhappy over the departure of the highest
ranking woman in state government. (He soon would give them further
cause to wring their hands by setting the year 2000 as his target date for
women to come into their own in the higher echelons of Maine
government, by blaming the Women’s Liberation Movement for
attempting to destroy motherhood, and by firing the unsalaried
chairwoman of the Advisory Council on the Status of Women and
78

Shopping in the Governor’s Store
suspending its staff on the grounds that she was “not worth the salary
she was being paid.”)
Often he seemed to find it necessary to disparage publicly those he no
longer wanted in his store (the former director of the Office of
Economic Opportunity was suing him for a quarter of a million dollars
for insinuating that he had improperly diverted anti-poverty funds to
his own use). Roberta Weil was no exception.
She was an “abrasive and pushy” woman capable of “volatile”
behavior, he said.
When her husband, Gordon Weil, a political scholar whom Longley
had approached unsuccessfully during his pre-campaign search for
someone to urge him to run, telephoned to protest the rough treatment
of his wife, Longley said he never had said anything bad about her.
That would have been contrary to his upbringing to “praise in public
and criticize in private.”
What he had done merely was to repeat what others had said about
her.
“As you know, Roberta, I have never had anything but praise for
your talent and integrity,” he wrote her.
He expressed hope that she would find a position elsewhere in state
government where, hopefully, her lack of supervisory talent would not
botch things up too badly.
When, a few months later, she found another job in state
government, he not only hounded her out of it, he demoted the person
who had hired her.
That person was Peter Bradford, the second of the bureaucrats who
seemed intent on keeping government from being a bargain basement
for businessmen. A thirty-two-year-old Yale-educated attorney,
Bradford was the author of a book critical of national oil policy, a
former energy advisor to Governor Curtis; an analytical, self-confident
man who in 1977 would be appointed by President Carter to the U.S.
Nuclear Regulatory Commission.
As chairman of the Maine Public Utilities Commission, he stopped
the rubber-stamping of utility applications for more profits. He
condemned the past practice of letting the utility monopolies write the
government decrees granting themselves permission to charge their
customers more money. He said it was a farce to pretend that the four
hundred million dollar Maine utility business could be regulated by an
understaffed, underfunded Public Utilities Commission that couldn’t
even afford to hire an auditor.
Bradford also was looking into the management of the small utility
fiefdom of a prominent Maine Republican, State Senator Richard
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Berry of Cape Elizabeth. The high rates charged by Berry helped him
repay millions of dollars in loans. Much of the money was owed to the
Casco Bank, which Longley recently had served as a director and whose
new president was now one of the governor’s closest advisors.
Berry had gone before the PUC seeking sanction for yet higher rates.
By the time Bradford was through with him, Berry not only was denied
his increases but lost some of his utilities. He was cited for improperly
lending utility money to himself at no interest, drawing an inordinately
high salary and making his customers pay for such things as his
contributions to the Republican Party and to Republican candidates,
the rental of his Augusta apartment and the cost of a few bets at the
Lewiston Raceway. Berry tried arguing that since the PUC had gone
along with such things in the past, it had no basis for complaining now.
“It takes some effrontery for Senator Berry to suggest that
accounting violations whose very purpose was to conceal political and
legislative expenses should go unpunished because they worked for
awhile,” Bradford wrote in the PUC’s ruling. “To sustain such a claim,
he would have to show that previous commissions knew that his
distribution systems distributed not just electricity but political largesse
and that his pumps pumped not only water but parimutuel tickets.”
Longley could not fire Bradford, whose term on the quasi-judicial
PUC ran seven years, but he could replace him as chairman. In the
midst of the Berry hearings, after saying he wanted to make the PUC
more “consumer oriented,” Longley nominated one of Berry’s
Republican seatmates, Senator Minnette Cummings, a stately,
plumpish matron, to a vacancy on the three-member commission. He
announced she was his choice for chairperson. He thanked Bradford
for his service. That was as far as he got. The Executive Council,
pointing to her lack of qualifications and her long voting record
favoring utilities over consumers, rejected her.
It was not unusual for Longley to say he was doing something to
benefit consumers when in fact he was doing the opposite. But then it
was not always clear exactly whom Longley had in mind when he spoke
of consumers. Although he might be referring to people who for their
livelihood sold cars, loaned money, brokered houses, ran power
companies or peddled insurance, Longley was wont to describe them as
“citizens,” “people,” “human beings with families” and “consumers.”
When he spoke of them that way, no one could say he was wrong (he
could prove they belonged to the species, procreated and bought things
in stores); but sometimes he confused people and left them with the
wrong impression.
The protection of “consumers” was the reason Longley gave when, a
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few months into his governorship, he vetoed a bill assessing utilities for
the cost of hiring expert consultants to help the PUC in complex rate
increase cases brought by the utilities, some of which were controlled by
national and multi-national corporations. Despite evidence that the
consultants could save the public millions of dollars in higher utility
bills, Longley, in disapproving it, called it “anti-consumer” legislation.
His veto was overridden in the Democratic House but upheld by two
votes in the Republican Senate where Senator Berry worked hard to
rally support for the governor.
If the PUC needed consultants, Longley said, the money should come
from the general revenue fund, not from the utilities. But when the
PUC approached the general fund, Longley was there to block its path.
If the PUC needed consultants, he said, the money should come from
the New England Regional Commission, not from the hard-earned tax
dollars of Maine citizens whom a hard-working governor was trying to
protect with a fiscally-conservative-albeit-liberally-humanitarian bud
get. When the New England Regional Commission voted $155,000 to
allow the region’s six public utility commissions to hire consultants,
Longley proposed to use Maine’s share not to investigate utility rates
but to investigate the PUC. He said he wanted to find out if it was
efficient.
Bothered that the needed money would be spent to elucidate the
obvious, Bradford wrote the proposed investigation would be
“equivalent to a management audit designed to discover why the
Matinicus High School basketball team could not beat the Boston
Celtics.” Longley wasn’t amused. “I am happy to see you have time to
write satire,” he wrote back.
When Longley vetoed the assessment bill a second time, Bradford
decided to take his case to the public. He stood before a breakfast
audience at Husson College in Bangor on a September morning in
1976. He was a towering man, six-foot-eight. He wore work boots
instead of dress shoes. His voice came from somewhere near the back of
his throat with a rich, swallowed sound. He called Maine utility
regulation a hoax. With its skimpy budget and overworked staff, the
PUC was incapable of protecting the public from overcharges for
electricity, telephones, water, natural gas, buses, trucks, trains, ferry
boats, telegrams and wharf space. He wanted it known at whose door
the responsibility lay.
“I am all for saving money, but these vetoes are hamstringing utility
regulation. . .playing into the hands of the worst elements in the utility
community,” he said.
“At present the commission can be likened to a group of men
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dangling from the Bangor-Brewer bridge trying to regulate the
Penobscot River with buckets. . .This huge gap between the tasks
assigned us by law and our resources could only have been workable
when the public was satisfied with regulation that was essentially a
cover for letting the utilities do as they pleased. The utilities themselves
were for years satisfied to have been regulated by dwarf commissions
that never, despite their best efforts, could have come close to doing
what the public thought they were doing.”
Bradford had sent a copy of the speech to the governor’s office in
advance. The reaction was predictable. Jimmy McGregor accused him
of seeking headlines. “It is easy to attack with generalities and this
method does not take much talent,” McGregor said. “The governor has
had any number of occasions to criticize or challenge you publicly but
has leaned over backward to avoid embarrassing you.”
Longley sent a memo of his own saying Bradford was being unfair to
the “people.”
“The people are my party,” Longley was fond of saying. To show he
was for the people, one of his first acts as governor had been to call for a
year-long voluntary moratorium on utility rate increases. It was in all
the papers. None of the major utilities complied. Some of the sixteen
little utilities which Longley said had agreed to comply said they had
not.
He called Bradford a political opportunist.
“I am not sure whether I should be disturbed or warmed,” Bradford
replied. “You have used similar terms to describe most of those whom I
respect in Maine public life and your overall use of the language has
generally been consistent with Lewis Carroll’s Humpty Dumpty”
(“When I use a word, it means just what I choose it to mean, neither
more nor less.”) “so I can’t be sure that you have intended the phrase as
the whined unpleasantry that it would clearly be from someone whose
self-expression was more conventional.”
By this time Bradford had been demoted so he was freer to speak his
mind. For a while after the rejection of Minnette Cummings in May
1975 it appeared as though Longley would let Bradford keep his
chairmanship. In fact he had told him so. Bradford had acted gallantly
throughout Minnette Cummings’ hearing. He had given the governor
an autographed copy of his book. “I would hope to have the
opportunity to read and reread what looks to be an excellently prepared
documentary by an individual who has impressed me so very much,”
Longley thanked him in a note in which he said books were his hobby.
His admiration lasted a bit over a month. In July, after Bradford
hired Roberta Weil, Longley stripped him of his chairmanship and
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replaced him with Leslie Stanley, a former grocer. A Republican,
Stanley had been in charge of civil defense in the town of Hampden for
a year. The Republican governor before Curtis put him in charge of
civil defense for the state. He stockpiled dried milk and C-rations in his
basement office to sustain bureaucrats in case the State Office Building
got nuked. Curtis transferred him to the PUC when it was a part-time
job to free up Civil Defense for a Democrat whom the Republican
Executive Council would not have confirmed for the PUC. There,
awaiting retirement, Stanley had been generally on the side of utilities
under a previous chairman (who occasionally would ask utilities to
draft PUC opinions) and more often than not in favor of consumers
under Bradford. Longley earlier had dismissed him from consideration
as chairman. But in the face of Bradford’s “inefficiency,” drastic action
was needed.
Bradford had hired Roberta Weil as staff economist. The PUC’s
chief accountant was leaving and he wanted to upgrade the position.
The salary, however, by law had to remain the same, $18,000. That was
$7,500 below what she made before. Advised of her employment in
advance, Longley said the PUC could hire whomever it wanted. But the
more he thought about it, the more it must have irked him to have her
back. When the time came to affix his signature to her salary
authorization, Longley refused to approve more than $15,000. His
reason: she was new on the job. The amount — less than that for
equivalent jobs in the PUC and less than that paid some of her own
staff — was low enough to insult her yet high enough to make Maine
people wonder what she had to complain about. (Thousands of them
were plucking chickens, canning sardines and stitching shoes for less
than half the money.)
Rather than accept the lower salary, Roberta Weil offered to work
for expenses only for six months. If after that time the PUC was
satisfied with her performance, she would ask to be paid the salary of
her predecessor. When the six months were up, Stanley told Longley
she was doing a good job and the commissioners were in favor of the
raise. They documented substantial savings attributable to her. Longley
said by his reckoning, her employment started in August, when he
chose to recognize it, rather than in June, when she started working.
They would have to wait another two months. They waited another two
months. They again recommended the raise. Longley said he would
agree to pay her $16,500, not a cent more. Humiliated, she resigned and
took a job with the Portland Water District at a forty per cent higher
salary.
The letter of resignation Longley had asked of Roberta Weil was
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supposed to have been a secret. Disclosing it had made her his enemy,
and she could never outlive that. What she had done had given the
press its first glimpse of the formation of the Longley administration.
Up until that point, all newsmen knew was that major department
heads were being selected by something called the Personnel Screening
Committee which was conducting interviews in a windowless room in
the basement of Longley’s insurance agency.
Longley thought the press blew the whole thing out of proportion —
the letter episode and the selection process. His was an open
administration. If newsmen had questions, they need only ask the
members of the Personnel Screening Committee whose identities,
however, he would not reveal since he didn’t want them bothered with
telephone calls.
“My conscience is clear on this,” he offered by way of clarification.
“It may look like we are keeping secrets but we are not.” Having said
that, he concluded, “We will not talk about the personnel team.”
The team (five Lewiston area businessmen: Longley’s accountant, the
local Chevrolet dealer, two public relations men and the owner of a
plant manufacturing clothing labels) was recommending who of Curtis’
department heads would stay, who would go, who would replace the
departed and who would be kept delightfully dangling. (Although their
terms expired with that of the appointing governor, department heads
served until the Executive Council approved their successors.)
Once he had purged it of dissidents and those inclined to speak their
minds, Jim Longley had himself a cabinet (he called it a “management
team”) whose’ members at their monthly meetings would sit
submissively through his hour-long monologues on the evils of
socialism and on other subjects close to his heart. Around the oblong
table of his cabinet room they held hands with his staff and prayed,
“Dear God, please don’t let us waste this day.”
Among the bowed heads were such as:
His professorial conservation commissioner, Richard Barringer, a
holdover from the Curtis administration, whose best friend, Maine
Trnies editor John Cole, was one of Longley’s worst enemies. (“They are
both extraordinary men,” Barringer would compare the two
antagonists. “I think it goes into the psyches of the two. I think there is
something there, the style of the other, that speaks to each of their own
inadequacies, their basic feelings about themselves.”)
His sanguine lottery director, George Orestis, who concluded news
interviews by vouching he would never dishonor his father’s name or
sometimes by reciting a poem about daffodils. (“I’d like to know if
wood could be eaten as food,” Orestis wondered aloud at one cabinet
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meeting. “With all our trees, we’d make a fortune.”)
His quietly competent transportation commissioner, Roger Mallar,
another Curtis appointee, who was counting the days till the next
election. (“Roger survives on dedicated revenue,” another department
head said of him, “a lot of federal funds and knowing when to keep his
mouth shut.”)
His exasperated mental health and corrections commissioner, John
Rosser, whom Longley had recruited from out of state (New Jersey) and
whom he was trying to fire for recruiting an assistant from out of state
(New Jersey). (“What I don’t understand,” Rosser would say to a
reporter in the final days before his resignation, “is why the press isn’t
examining the parallels with Hitler?”)
His technocratic human services commissioner, David Smith, a
former computer manager whose blond pageboy locks so bothered
Longley that he once consulted a state policeman to see if there wasn’t
some way to make him cut his hair — but who won the governor’s
praise for his “humane reduction” of cheaters on the welfare rolls.
(“Eligibility for recipients is determined through a mathematical
formula,” was Smith’s approach to welfare cases. “Our people who
determine eligibility are called human service technicians. They are not
social workers.”)
His chauvinistically loyal but exhausted Jimmy McGregor, now his
top aide, whose attempts to take an occasional break in the men’s room
were invariably interrupted by Longley’s bodyguards who had learned
to recognize his shoes under the toilet stall door. (“Jim Longley has the
greatest potential for greatness I have ever seen,” McGregor would say
of his boss. “I compare him with Sir Thomas More. He is an idealist,
seeing the basic good in mankind and having faith that right will
prevail. Someday books will be written about him. They will take their
place beside biographies of Winston Churchill, Franklin Roosevelt...”)
His hardened appointments secretary, Josephine Gacetta, who had
muscled her way through Democratic politics for years but cracked
when Longley made her work Sundays and sign out when she wanted to
go to the toilet. (“Jesus Christ!” she boomed in the Hall of Flags one
climatic day as she sent a butt can bouncing by the bust of Percival
Baxter, a former governor. “I can’t stand it! I can’t stand it!”)
His gentle communications coordinator, Ralph Lowe, a former
song-and-dance man whom the State House press corps immediately
dubbed Ralph Lerner & Lowe. (“Ralph, what’s the reaction to the
Democrats’ statement?” a newsman once asked him. “I think it was
icky,” Lowe responded.)
His savvy if jaded legislative aide, Peter Damborg, a former political
85

The Year of the Longley
reporter of ingrained cynicism, who was waiting for the next opening
anywhere the lunch hour was longer. (“Sir, there’s a telephone call for
you,” a waitress interrupted his lunch one day. “It’s the governor’s
office. They want you right away.” “Bring me another vodka,”
Damborg replied.)
If he had had his way, more businessmen would have come to work in
his store. But the Executive Council time and again turned them down
for lack of qualifications or for obvious conflicts of interest (causing
him at one public meeting to order each dissenting councillor to stand
so the audience could see him fix them, one by one, with a malevolent
stare of iciest blue).
He did not like them holding hearings on his nominees in the first
place. He didn’t hold hearings on the Legislature’s appointees. He
hadn’t held a hearing on the secretary the Executive Council hired.
Why should they hold hearings on his employees?
Not that he was against public hearings, he said. It was just that they
had never been held on a governor’s appointments before. Such
decisions historically were made behind closed doors. He was all for
open government, but why was the Executive Council discriminating
against him? Was it because its members were professional politicians
intent on keeping good people out of government? Not that he objected
to public hearings. He was a strong supporter of public hearings. He
thought he had made that clear when he heard of the Executive
Council’s plans to hold them. He marched its members into his cabinet
room and spent an hour and a half berating them — before a battery of
five television cameras and a dozen reporters assembled by him in
advance — for wanting to hold public hearings not in the interest of
Economy, Efficiency and Effectiveness of government — hearings
which he said would cost the working people millions of dollars in the
unnecessary delays while impeding the progress of the Longley admin
istration. Had not the councillors heard the drumbeat of the electorate?
Were they not advocating a double standard since they had not held
public hearings on themselves after the Democratic majority in the
Legislature elected them? The kind of public hearings he was all for
were those to strengthen government and bring it closer to the people.
It was clear the purpose of the Council’s public hearings — the first of
which had yet to be held — was to subject his nominees to an
inquisition and to attack their families and themselves. Not that he was
against public hearings — quite the contrary — but he couldn’t
understand why the interviews by his anonymous committee in the
cellar of his insurance office wouldn’t suffice. In any event, if there had
to be hearings, he should be there. After all, they were his nominees.
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Questions of conflicts of interest, he believed, were raised to penalize
his nominees for being successful. “If we eliminated from public
service every person who had a potential conflict of interest
we would have no one serving but failures,” he said. A person without a
conflict was a person without interests. He himself had taken a leave of
absence from selling insurance. His partner was running things now.
But how could others be expected to match his sacrifice? The banker he
picked for the top financial post in state government was right to refuse
to give up his ties and salary with his bank. Why should his family be
made to suffer on state pay of twenty-five thousand a year? The
agriculture commissioner he chose of course would want to keep his
meatpacking plants. He had come to this country a poor Jewish
immigrant. Was that an anti-Semitic slur he heard from the Executive
Council? He would not tolerate racism. He had brought Matthew
Branch to campus. It was not he, it was some other kid, who had run
after the ragman’s cart. The Executive Council was creating hate,
setting neighbor against neighbor. The attorney general might try to
show that the banker and the meatpacker would be in a position to
inspect, control and scrutinize their competitors. He had nothing but
compassion for the attorney general. He felt sorry for the Executive
Council for listening to him.
There was no such thing as a conflict of interest, he said, until a
conflict occurred.
Roberta Weil had not understood this. She had implied he might be
in conflict of interest because he wanted to control her with an undated
letter of resignation while she was in charge of the department that
controlled the insurance industry.
After getting rid of Roberta Weil, Longley — in spite of his anxiety
over the millions to be lost in any delays posed by the Executive
Council’s hearings — waited a year before nominating someone to
replace her. When the successor quit five months later, he let the
department go leaderless seven more months before naming another.
The delays achieved a defacto if not a legal break-up of the
department (a proposal to accomplish the latter had been rejected by
the Legislature). In response to complaints by legislators and editorial
writers, Longley said the department — whose major components were
insurance, banking, real estate and consumer protection — operated
“more efficiently” without a commissioner. It was a technique he would
repeat in other troublesome agencies.
By law, the business regulation commissioner had no authority to
interfere in the regulatory acts of the component bureaus. But through
the power to control the department’s budget, establish policy and
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appoint regulators, the commissioner could influence priorities, map
out courses of action and set the pace of departmental pursuits. In this
way Roberta Weil caused Longley nightmares long after she left.
She had cursed him with John Quinn, the third of the three
bureaucrats who were not appreciated in the governor’s store.
As superintendent of the Bureau of Consumer Protection, Quinn
probed kick-backs from insurance companies to banks and from banks
to car and mobile home dealers. He advised people to shop for credit
the way they would shop for any product. He charged real estate
brokers with price-fixing, advised people to try selling their homes
themselves and published a booklet on how to do it. He disclosed to the
public the names of banks which had not disclosed to borrowers their
full interest rates. He taught consumers not to take the word of life
insurance salesmen as Gospel.
Roberta Weil had hired him from the consumer fraud division of the
attorney general’s office. There he had shown little tolerance of
businessmen who cheated their customers and little awe of corporate
greatness. Moving to the Bureau, he was empowered to conduct
administrative hearings on consumer violations and to order redress.
But his most potent weapon in defense of consumers was publicity. By
publicly explaining the nature of fraud as he uncovered it and by
naming the culprits, he not only embarrassed the offenders, exposed
them for breaking the law, stopped their abuses and forced
compensation of their victims: he served other businesses with notice of
the hazards of deceit and taught consumers to be on the lookout for
similar traps by businesses which invested large amounts of money in
advertisements exuding trust. “If consumers aren’t made aware of the
realities of the marketplace,” he said, “they will never know what
questions to ask.”
A series of actions by Quinn in the spring and summer of 1976 set
him at odds with Longley. After a three month investigation, Quinn
had disclosed that Maine buyers of cars and mobile homes that
previous year had paid more than two million dollars in hidden finance
charges — money rewarded by banks to the salesman for arranging
financing through them. Quinn pounced on two banks for violating
truth-in-lending laws at the expense of six hundred of their customers.
He had run television advertisements advising consumers how to shop
for credit. He was publishing an easily understood little booklet on the
same subject — the first of three immensely popular consumer guides
— and had to hire extra help to keep up with the orders.
All this understandably upset businessmen. It was bad enough that a
thirty-two-year-old upstart was embarrassing colleagues who had the
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bad luck to get caught. But what really hurt was Quinn’s counsel to
consumers. What he was teaching them about such things as dealer
reserves and demand mortgages was costing car dealers their
kick-backs and bankers their most lucrative loans.
They complained to their friend, Jim Longley. Quinn’s television ads
were “an insult to the intelligence of consumers,” one stockbroker
huffed indignantly.
On September 20, 1976, Longley told Quinn he was being unfair to
“innocent and honorable” car salesmen, whom he referred to as
“automobile owners” (they owned cars, too) “who are also citizens and
consumers.” As for the unfortunate experience with the banks that had
not told their customers the truth about their interest rates, Longley
(who had described himself in the campaign as “the consumers’
candidate”) said he was all for protecting the public and holding banks
accountable, but why couldn’t Quinn have settled the matter quietly so
as not to cause “unnecessary consumer unrest”?
“I question the unrest and uncertainty and concern unnecessary
publicity cause. .
Longley wrote. “I do not think it is fair to
consumers and to banking institutions, who also represent consumers
in the form of stockholders and customers, that should not be victim
ized by the actions of an isolated bank. This is particularly true when
one individual in state government makes a judgment to use a news
paper and a press release to correct the problem rather than attempt to
resolve it properly and fairly through the utilization of the appropriate
law rather than unfortunate and unnecessary newsprint.”
He said he was acting on “feedback our office has received from
concerned and dedicated citizens of this state whose record of concern
for the consumer is much longer and at least as deep as yours and
mine.”
Quinn called it Longley’s plantation theory. If the field hands knew
the distinguished looking gentleman sipping mint juleps on the veranda
was short-changing them, they might rebel. Then how would he get the
cotton in? Quinn said he would abide by no two-tier justice that made
public the names of people who broke into stores to swipe beer and
cigarettes but not those of bankers who deceived people who probably
would never know they’d been taken.
“I have no intention of converting this agency into a tax-supported
Chamber of Commerce,” he told Longley.
That was defiance. In retrospect, Quinn had shown definite signs of
such inefficiency at the outset of the summer when Longley was making
plans to name Frank Hogerty, the state insurance superintendent, as
the deparment’s new commissioner. Hogerty had been the only major
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bureaucrat to contribute a reportable sum (fifty dollars) to Longley’s
campaign. He had been running the insurance bureau nine years. He
was appointed by Curtis in 1967 on the recommendation of one of the
governor’s old law school classmates and campaign contributors, a
Lewiston insurance man named Jim Longley. Hogerty had not
disappointed the insurance industry, in which he had worked
twenty-one years. (“First off, is to provide solvent insurance companies,
financially stable insurance companies,” was how he ranked priorities.)
When his bureau was incorporated into the newly-created Department
of Business Regulation in 1973, Hogerty wanted the commissioner’s
job. But Curtis, dismayed with his over-protectiveness of the insurance
business, passed over him for Roberta Weil, then an economist with the
board of governors of the Federal Reserve System. She wanted to let
Hogerty go, but reluctantly appointed him to a five-year term under
pressure from Allen Pease, Curtis’ administrative assistant, who said
the insurance industry was pressuring Curtis.
Hearing the news that Hogerty was now in line for the
commissionership, Quinn let him know he would oppose his
confirmation. He would testify that Hogerty had lobbied insurancemen
to lobby Longley to appoint him. He would relate Hogerty’s lack of
interest in consumer protection. (Quinn said he once asked Hogerty
why his bureau had no consumer education program, citing the
example of Herbert Dennenberg, the Pennsylvania insurance
commissioner, who instructed the public how and where to buy the best
insurance coverage at the lowest price. Hogerty’s response: there was
nothing in the law that said he had to.)
Hogerty reported Quinn’s opposition to Longley, perhaps remember
ing that only the previous winter the governor had come to his defense.
On that occasion, the Bangor News had reported that after Roberta
Weil’s departure insurance agents had treated Hogerty and his wife to
hotel accommodations and meals at conventions in Boston and Bretton
Woods, New Hampshire, and that the banking superintendent, Ralph
Gelder, had taken his wife to a convention in Bermuda at the expense
of Maine savings banks. Longley was compelled to order an
investigation. His finance and administration department interviewed
Hogerty and Gelder. Its findings, according to Longley, absolved the
pair of any guilt. The investigators said there was a law prohibiting
Hogerty and Gelder from accepting any direct or indirect fee,
compensation, loan, gift or other valuable consideration from the
businesses they regulated. They timorously suggested the superinten
dents may have broken it. Longley judged, however, that they had
violated neither the letter nor spirit of the law. The reason, he said, was
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because they and their wives had not been the “principal benefactor” of
their days on the beach and in the pine forests and Back Bay. He said
the state was. He perfunctorily cautioned them that “in the future we
must avoid any situation that has even an appearance of conflict in
regard to the industries you regulate.” He did not tell them to stop
accepting industry payments for such trips but simply that when they
did, they ought to let his budget officer know. Longley could hardly
afford to take a stronger stand. He and his wife were leaving in two
weeks on a jaunt to San Francisco at the expense of the insurance
industry.
Longley resented Quinn’s interference. He said he would not be
threatened or intimidated. Nevertheless, he changed his plans,
appointing instead a man with more recent ties to the insurance
business. The nominee won confirmation from the Executive Council in
one of its last acts (a constitutional amendment abolished the
157-year-old Council as of January 1977, turning its confirmatory
powers over to the Legislature).
The new commissioner was Alfred Perkins, a 66-year-old former
insurance superintendent who had left his state job in 1946 to go to
work for Union Mutual, the biggest insurance company in Maine. He
had just retired as a Union Mutual executive vice president.
No sooner was he installed than he let Quinn know that the governor
was “terribly upset and distressed” by his actions — the latest a
newspaper interview in which Quinn criticized Hogerty for being
over-zealous in protecting the insurance industry and for taking no
action on Quinn’s discoveries of kick-backs on credit insurance. Quinn
calculated that Maine residents in the past year had paid four hundred
million dollars for insurance policies they probably didn’t understand.
(Dennenberg, the Pennsylvania insurance commissioner, once
measured the readability of insurance language on a scale of one to one
hundred, the higher reading for the most easily understood. The
insurance industry’s contracts scored from minus two to ten, compared
with eighteen for Einstein’s Theory of Relativity and sixty-seven for the
revised Bible.)
Longley was sensitive to anything he thought might harm the
industry from which he had come and to which he planned to return.
Four months after becoming governor, he had bristled over a
proposed law to give buyers of life insurance ten days in which to cancel
a new policy and get their money back — the same rights already
afforded in sales of health and accident insurance (also in vacuum
cleaners and encyclopedias). He berated its sponsor, Representative
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Anne Boudreau, for trying to hobble the insurance industry. He
threatened a veto. Mrs. Boudreau, having learned the most expeditious
mode of persuasion with the businessman governor who had been the
consumers’ candidate, begged an insurance lobbyist — who had not
opposed the bill, at least not overtly — to intervene. Whatever the
lobbyist’s efforts, Longley did not veto the bill. But he refused to
approve it, and it became law without his signature in April 1975.
Longley followed up Perkins’ reprimand of Quinn with a tirade of his
own.
“I wonder how you would feel if people within your department with
whom you are supposed to cooperate and work constructively for
consumers, or members of one or a number of groups you have
attacked, turned their guns on you?” he wrote Quinn.
“What would you say if any one or more of these people called you a
zealot? Attacked you as an attorney? Asked you why you as an attorney
would blanketly condemn, indict and expose people and their families
to ridicule and embarrassment? You should feel grateful people
haven’t chosen to attack you to date because you are an attorney,
because as you well know, many attorneys were involved in Watergate.”
Quinn put the letter away in his Longley file. The file was growing. It
soon would be bulging. Quinn had another surprise in store.
After putting it off for two years, Longley had just appointed an
Advisory Council on Consumer Credit. Its purpose was to advise
Quinn. Together its twelve members were to comprise, according to the
law, a “fair representation from the various segments of the consumer
credit industry and the public.” After Quinn looked over the list, he
started to make telephone calls. He discovered that of the twelve
members, eleven were either businessmen who extended credit or
collection agents or lawyers who earned a living representing creditors.
The twelfth was a housewife.
Quinn told Longley that the council was unfairly weighted against
the consumer. He asked him to restructure it. In the meantime, he let it
be known he would not meet with the advisors.
Longley met with them instead. He told them to ignore Quinn. The
chairman of the advisors said it would be difficult to ignore Quinn if
they were supposed to advise him. Longley said Quinn had insulted
them and their families. Quinn owed them all an apology.
Longley tried insulting Quinn. He tried browbeating him. He hoped
he would resign. (Legally, he could not fire him either. Quinn’s five-year
term expired after his own. Aware of this, Longley had legislation
drafted to empower Perkins to fire the consumer protection chief at
will, without showing cause. The Legislature defeated it.)
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“Dear John Quinn,” Longley wrote John Quinn on February 10,
1977 (he didn’t call anybody he was mad at “mister”), “I have asked
you to stop character assassinations and headline grabbing and to
channel your efforts toward helping all the consumers of Maine. .
Sadly you have shown no inclination to do this and your latest
accusation of the governor stacking a council and your condemnation
of outstanding volunteer citizens named to this council is but another
example of the John Quinn style of character assassinations and attacks
on innocent human beings who are also consumers who are entitled to
protection and help from government rather than cheap shot attacks.
(The only thing Quinn had said about the advisors was that eleven were
from the consumer credit industry and one was a housewife.)
“As a matter of fact, it has been said of you previously and
unfortunately I now concur that you have become a virtual dictator
operating a bureau more of consumer attack that consumer protection.
. .You, John Quinn, have set yourself up as judge and jury in the past
but now you’re also playing God and have impugned the integrity and
motives of the Legislature which wrote the law, the Governor who made
the appointments, but more important the integrity of the citizens of
the state of Maine. I feel you have abused the office you hold and I
further feel there is serious question as to whether or not you have
abused the rights of these twelve outstanding Maine citizens. . .
“In examining your record in this office, I unfortunately find that
your attacks and headline grabbing have benefitted John Quinn more
than they have the consumers of this state... You have succeeded, John
Quinn, in alienating the very industries you are supposed to be working
with in the area of consumer protection. You have lost the confidence of
the very people you are supposed to be trying to help and, I am sorry to
say, you have lost the confidence of this governor.
“I have to ask you to seriously consider whether or not you can any
longer be an effective voice for consumer protection in this area. It is a
decision I feel you must make in the very near future. . . Speaking as
governor of this state — elected by the people of Maine — lam sorry to
tell you that due to either your immaturity or exceedingly poor
judgment, I have lost confidence in your ability to properly represent
the consumers of this state.”
After writing the letter, Longley went to Perkins’ office. They called
in Quinn. Longley’s jaw jutted, his eyebrows slanted. He gave Quinn
the eye treatment. Perkins looked pleased.
“I’ve been defending you for two years from people who say you’re
dictatorial,” Longley said. “I’m not going to do it any longer.”
Quinn was a slight man with light brown hair. He and his wife and
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little girl lived in an old farmhouse. They bought food through a
cooperative. “I have nothing to apologize for,” he said.
It was all he had a chance to say. Longley was going on again that he
— not Quinn — was the consumer’s friend. He said that when he was in
the insurance business (“I don’t sell insurance,” was one of his favorite
things to say, “people buy it from me.”) he had a reputation of being
even more consumer-minded and liberal than Pennsylvania’s
Dennenberg. He did not know why Quinn was unreceptive to his
constructive criticism.
When Quinn went back to his office it was hard to concentrate on
his work. He kept seeing Longley’s face. He took out Longley’s letter
and read it again. He began to draft an answer. He threw it away. He
started again. He wrote simply that he would continue trying to offer
what he hoped was meaningful service to the people of Maine.
The next day, partly as a result of the commotion, Quinn was invited
to meet with members of the executive board of the Independent
Insurance Agents of Maine. They all knew Longley from way back.
They assembled in one of the banquet rooms of the Holiday Inn in
Augusta. Quinn told them that while the governor and he took
divergent views on what consumer protection was (or who consumers
were), Longley had assured him that his heart and interests were in the
right place.
“Yesterday he told me that when he was selling insurance the
industry considered him to be to the left of Dennenberg,” Quinn said.
The room burst into laughter.
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Chapter 12

Pimps, UnAmericans and Other
Assassinated Characters

Saturday morning in late winter, 1976.
The melted snow runs along the streets in dirty streams. Along
the roadside and in yards and fields the winter jetsam surfaces:
beer cans, plastic six-pack rings, tires, shattered bottles, the
mouldering droppings of dogs. It is not a pretty time this in between
time but people are glad it has come. They stroll with their coats open,
enjoying the feel of the warming day.
In the little city of Ellsworth, downeast on the coast, Harvey DeVane,
a freshman state representative, steps out onto his back doorstep.
A package is at his feet.
It is a small neat package, a box about ten inches square. It is gaily
garlanded. He slips off the ribbon, tears away the bright wrapping
paper and lifts the lid.
The box is filled with human feces.
Later, on his way into town, he is thinking perhaps he can make a
joke of it. He has a good sense of humor. But when his Saturday
morning errands are over, he has still to make it into anything that
would make anyone laugh.
He returns home. Another box, a bigger box, is waiting for him on
the porch. It also is filled with feces.
Now an envelope arrives. It contains a newspaper clipping of a

A
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photograph of himself. An X is slashed across his face and a warning
scrawled beneath:
“You have voted your demise.”
Other letters follow. Of the few that are signed, one demands
querulously: “Why are you conducting a vendetta against Our
Governor?”
Occasional hate mail is not new to public officials. But in the past
year it has become commonplace.
It has sunk to the bottom of its bog on Harvey De Vane’s doorstep.

***
What Harvey DeVane had done was to vote against Jim Longley.
On March 4, 1976, he cast the deciding vote overriding Longley’s
veto of a state income tax increase to help pay for escalating school
costs. Longley had wanted to let municipal property taxes rise instead
— an increase which could not so readily be traced to him. He had, in
fact, been billing his school funding plan as one needing no tax
increase, even though local taxes would have been forced up more than
eleven million dollars. The income tax hike, on the other hand, would
hit hardest at those in society’s upper strata where Longley, his closest
advisors and his business friends dwelled. Longley himself was worth a
million. In 1974, the year in which all his time was taken up with the
Longley Commission, campaigning and forming an administration, he
still reported personal earnings of more than a hundred thousand
dollars, most of it from insurance commissions.
Longley claimed the revised tax rate — which lowered taxes for
people of meager income — was hurting his attempts to bring new
industries to Maine. Factory owners, he claimed, didn’t want
to move to a place where their top executives would have more money
withheld on payday. Given his reputation as a salesman and his plan
for personally “merchandising” Maine to expansion-minded
companies — as if it were one of his cash-value insurance policies — his
record in industrial development so far was poor. Up until now, he had
blamed newsmen, claiming they frightened away prospects by writing
about his secret industrial expeditions on which he sometimes was seen
surfacing at insurance conventions, college reunions, football games
and Disneyland. (In order to make the state economic development
agency more efficient, he had reduced its staff from forty-four to nine —
including secretaries — and restricted out-of-state travel for everyone
but himself.)
Longley had cast more vetoes and had more overridden than any
Maine governor. (His four year total of 109 vetoes exceeded the total
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number cast by all of Maine’s governors in the preceeding half century.
In the fifty years before Jim Longley, Maine legislators had succeeded
in overriding gubernatorial vetoes only three times. In his four years
they overrode fifty-six, prompting one Democratic legislator to quip
that veto was an acronym for Very Easy to Override.) “The professional
politicians really cut us up on this one,” Longley would say after a
defeat. Then he would say, “I may be bloodied but I’m unbeaten.” This
time, however, it was an election year, and Longley threatened to defeat
those who had defied him to support the income tax bill. DeVane’s
name and those of all the others who voted against him were circulated
among the families and friends of the three thousand recipients of
Longley’s privately-funded newsletter, Report from Jim Longley, a
publication in which he regularly inveighed against his enemies,
extolled himself, promoted independent politics, urged readers to write
letters supporting him to their local newspapers and reprinted
laudatory comments he had received from admirers. (“From Oregon —
‘As long as there are people around like you, this country of ours still
has a chance to pull out of this mess the elected officials have put us
in.’”) Longley denounced the overriders for caving in to the villainous
Maine Teachers Association, with which he had been warring since the
campaign when it didn’t invite him to its candidates’ night and which
he now accused of the deplorable tactic of threatening to defeat
legislators who didn't support the income tax increase. (He called the
MTA’s executive director, Dr. John Marvin, the “grand labor dictator
of Maine.”)
“As a novice, I am told that it is political suicide to speak out against
organized labor,” he spoke out before a businessmen’s luncheon in the
town of Dover-Foxcroft. “However, I don’t define responsible
organized labor as a person paid with taxpayer money” (an allusion
either to the fact that the MT A was funded by union dues paid by
teachers who were paid by municipalities which got the money from
taxpayers, or that teachers were taxpayers, too) “calling legislators in
the middle of the night threatening them with defeat if they don’t spend
money the working men and women of Maine don’t have to spend.”
Longley pointed out that the income tax plan, worked out from a
dozen publicly-heard funding proposals, had not been given a separate
public hearing of its own. Recalling another bill submitted for some
elementary school pupils, he declared:
“Think about it. This same Legislature spent hours and actually days
debating and conducting public hearings on what should be the state
insect. Yet they were not willing to give the people of Maine, the
taxpayers, the same equal time to a public hearing as they gave to the
insects.”
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A helping of hyperbole, a dash of demagoguery, a pinch of sheer
nonsense.
The stew on which Maine people were force fed.
Having risen to altitude in the steam of the caldron, he kept its fire
fueled as if it were only by its heat that he stayed aloft.

***
To the Editor:
What are these so-called legislators thinking of to deny the will of the
people by tearing down the elected governor’s programs?

Robert W. Gray
Gardiner

To the Editor:
Have you looked in the mirror lately? No politician could spew forth
the meanness, bigotry, hatred, half-truths and distorted journalism
which you have week after week in the direction of Governor Longley
and the others who don’t happen to fit into your arrogant little world of
over-educated pseudo-intellectual snobs.
Nick Roth
Westport

To the Editor:
I, personally, am sick and tired of some of our elected representatives
taking cheap pot-shots at Gov. James Longley. Here is one of the
hardest working, the most dedicated governor the state has ever had
coming under constant attacks by members of the Legislature because
he is trying his best to hold the line on taxes.
Edward Larrabee
Bath

To the Editor:
Gov. Longley said before the election he wasn’t going to raise taxes.
He is now keeping his word. Many of us are tired of the old politician
who did nothing for the small man but just taxed us so he could take
care of his relatives and buddies by giving them nice plush state jobs.
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To the Editor:
The press and most politicians may not like Longley because he has
ignored the political gutless wonders who have held office in the past,
but the people are watching.
Albert Willis
Otisfield

To the Editor:
Think About It! I too think members of the Legislature better start
to cooperate with the governor or some of them will not be re-elected.
Think About It!
L.B. Libby
Stockton Springs

To the Editor:
Many articles have appeared quoting people as saying that the
income tax is the only fair tax because it is based on the ability to pay. I
would like to believe that these people are really only ignorant of the
fact that they are plugging a prime tenet of the communist conspiracy.
Claude Cattermole
Livermore Falls

To the Editor:
Sometimes I wonder who the state employees think they are anyway.
We have been hearing a lot about them wanting a raise.
We took a 10 per cent cut here at Kayser-Roth Co. to save our jobs. It
seems to me if we can take a cut in pay so can they. They make more
than we do now, they get more benefits time off and everything else.
Why should we have to pay for their raises (it’s going to come out of
our pockets anyway). You walk through the halls at the State House
and look in the offices and see all the girls sitting there doing nothing.
The state ought to do some thinning out up there and get rid of the
ones that they don’t need, the same as a lot of other businesses and
factories have done so as to give the rest up there something to do.
Almost one half just sit there and do nothing and get a good check
for it.
They want to get rid of Gov. Longley because they don’t like the
things he does. It’s about time we had someone in that office to shake
them up a little. I’m glad he calls meetings at 7 a.m. We go to work at 7
and if we can do it so can they.
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The state employees and also the legislators are no better than we
are. I hope Gov. Longley keeps up the good work.
We would like our 10 per cent back but we have to wait at least a year
so where do they think they get off. wanting a raise.
Let them get off their cans and earn the money they get now. There
are quite a few that deserve raises but there are a lot that don’t.
If they cut down on the help, the ones they don’t need, maybe there’ll
be some parking places for the people that want to get into the State
House on business.
Evelee Levigne
Pittston

***
It had taken only six days. Just that brief span from Thursday night
when he had humbly raised his hand, quoting Rudy Vallee and
Abraham Lincoln, or William Shakespeare, to that Wednesday
morning when Spike Carey jumped up from Seat Number 133, raised
his microphone and tried to get the attention of the Speaker of the
House.
“Mister Speaker. . .” Carey called.
House members swiveled in their chairs. Carey was in his fifth term
in the House. He practiced politics and played pranks with equal
proficiency and usually had something witty to say.
But this time they saw him unsmiling, his dark eyes set, his swarthy
face darker than usual.
“Mister Speaker,” he said, “I speak for the record so that it can
indicate just what the governor has done, what he is doing and what I
hope he stops doing.”
Six days, and the once sedate State House had begun to resemble an
ulcerous stomach. The tripartite potion which Longley was prescribing
as a political antacid for post-Watergate America was producing
instead a gut full of sores.
Carey recited a list full of grievances, from Longley’s haranguing the
Executive Council to hassling Roberta Weil to choosing businessmen
with conflicts of interest for important state jobs.
“I would like the message to reach the governor that he was not
elected God nor was he elected king,” Carey said. “He was elected
governor, and as such he is to live within the laws of the state of Maine
and not above them.”
The House members had never heard such a speech before. Their
applause thundered around him.
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Longley was stung. Carey was a conservative, independent-minded
Democrat who might have been a natural ally. Longley had sought his
backing in the campaign. Carey had been less than strongly supportive.
Longley could not have imagined that someone who had been elected
by fewer than all of the people could attack a governor so savagely. He
sent a message that he wanted to see Carey immediately.
Carey waited in the hall outside Longley’s outer suite of offices
because all the doors were locked and he couldn’t get in. He pinned a
Think About It button on the backside of his jacket lapel.
Jimmy McGregor emerged. He ushered Carey through the outer
office to Longley’s inner office. Longley squeezed Carey’s hand hard.
He showed him to a chair at one corner of his desk. McGregor sat at
another corner. Longley took his place between them. Carey noticed
that the top drawer of the desk between himself and the governor was
open. The writing board was pulled out over it, concealing whatever
was inside. Longley asked why Carey hadn’t consulted him before his
speech. Carey expected him to say, just speak into my drawer. Carey
said he didn’t think he could get past the palace guard. Carey was
always joking. Longley said he didn’t mind criticism, he welcomed it, so
long as it was constructive, which it ceased to be when it was
intentionally created to be used against a governor, in which case it was
despicable. He said his family had been terribly upset, especially his
sixteen-year-old daughter. Carey had done irreparable harm to the
Legislature. He had played God.
Carey advised Longley to stop saying politician as though it were a
dirty word. He was a politician and proud of it. It was an honorable
profession.
Longley said, Well, I’m just an amateur.
You are heading up a half billion dollar a year business, Carey said,
and there is neither time nor room for amateurs. There is not a
legislator who is not willing to help you. In your insurance business you
can say, This is the way I want it and it is done. This is not a private
business. There are checks and balances. It is meant to be that way.
You do not govern alone.
Longley looked contrite. Would it help if I spoke to the Legislature?
he asked softly. Carey said Yes, perhaps it would, because we are
drifting apart and that is not good for this state. Longley dispatched a
message to the Speaker of the House. When notice returned that the
House was waiting to hear him, Longley escorted Carey out the inner
door and out the outer door, arm in arm, up to the third floor and down
the corridor to the House.
On the way, he offered Carey an apology. You don’t owe me an
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apology, said Carey, you owe it to the whole Legislature. If you will
apologize to them, I will back off and praise you. It was agreed — or so
Carey thought. They went into the House and Longley mounted the
rostrum and everyone thought he said he was sorry.
“That speech this morning was not made by a man who crawled into
the House,” Carey told his colleagues. He pinned the Think About It
button on the outside of his lapel for them all to see. “It was made by a
man who stood ten feet taller then he did Wednesday.”
But when the transcript of the speech came out, the legislators
discovered that Longley had not apologized at all.
What he had said was, “I said before elected that there would be no
person who ever worked harder to be the governor of the people of this
state and I will say there will be no person more willing to step forward
and say he has made a mistake and he is sorry and apologizes.”
He didn’t admit a mistake. He didn’t say he was sorry. He said only
that he would be willing to say it if he ever did make a mistake.
“It was not an apology,” Jimmy McGregor insisted. “It was not
intended to be. He felt if there was an apology due, it was due us.”
Longley said that he had spoken only because he had heard that
other people were going to criticize Carey and he wanted to defend
Carey’s right to attack a person and his family.
“Having given my word, I followed through and said what a great
and humble man he was,” Carey said in dismay. “I kept my word. He
broke his and did not offer the apology. Rather, he conned many of us,
including the press, with his speech. Mister Longley remains a very
treacherous person.”

***
Carey’s speech, DeVane’s vote, the various criticisms of his policies,
the contrary stands, the differing opinions were to Longley personal
attacks, cheap shots, partisan political ploys. He himself never
“attacked” anyone. Rather, he “challenged” people and “constructive
ly criticized” them. Often he composed his challenges and constructive
criticisms in the night, sitting alone in his office with his dictaphone.
Richard Spencer, a state representative, had told a Democratic
caucus that Longley was deceiving people by claiming that his school
funding plan carried no tax increase.
Longley to Spencer, February 13, 1976:
“I am sorry to hear of your public attack which I think is exceedingly
unfair, UnAmerican and less, I feel, than any fair-minded person
would do as it relates to another human being. . .1 have grown
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accustomed to cheap shots from people who aspire to be professional
and/or so partisan politically that their philosophy and ethic is one of
attack and/or discredit personally, rather than deal directly. . .
“I am willing to match my record of being candid and
straight-forward with you and yours and I am personally willing to let
the voters in your district make that determination. I think they should
know the caliber and character of the individual representing them in
Augusta as I feel to the extent your character and integrity are reflected
in the way you treat the character and integrity of another person, then
your representation of your constituents leaves much to be desired.
“At least give me the credit of being more direct and
straight-forward than you chose to be as your statements and headlines
do not injure me or embarrass me personally, but my children and my
entire family are entitled to resent you and your statements very much.
Hopefully, they will recognize your character and integrity is best
illustrated by the method and manner of your attacks on another
person. With all my faults, they already know that you are not as
straight-forward and direct and constructive as I am. Furthermore, I do
not think you reflect very well on your constituents, let alone yourself
and your family.”
George Mitchell, in a wide-ranging post-election interview with John
Day of the Bangor News, had spoken of the ideological gap between
Longley and himself and said that if either he or Jim Erwin were
governor, they’d probably catch the devil if they were out of state as
much as Longley, whose speeches to conventions of insurance agents
were taking him all over the country.
Longley to John Day, with copy to Mitchell, November 26, 1975:
“I would not only challenge Mitchell’s so-called ideological gap
between himself and Longley, frankly, I would measure what I have
attempted to do for my neighbors and those less fortunate with what he
has accomplished by simply reminding him that our neighbors should
be the best judges and I believe we carried his home ward in his home
town and almost carried his home town whereas my home town gave me
an overwhelming majority and one of the largest majorities ever given
to any candidate from Lewiston as well as elsewhere.
“Not only do I find it exceedingly amusing and highly contradictory
and hypocritical for Mr. Mitchell to complain about Governor
Longley’s travels which have been primarily industrial development. It
was Mr. Mitchell who has handled a great deal of travel for Mr. Muskie
and yet, has had no such words of criticism for Mr. Muskie when he
traveled around the country seeking the Vice-Presidency, even though
many Maine people felt he was neglecting Maine. Frankly, I think this
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was good for Maine, but I think it is highly unfair and improper for Mr.
Mitchell to criticize Jim Longley as Governor traveling throughout the
country trying to develop industrial development for Maine when he
aided and abetted and supported Mr. Muskie’s travels as a fellow
Democrat.”
A Lewiston woman, Natalie Dunlap, was one of Longley’s neighbors
when she went through an emotionally-draining divorce in the 1950’s.
At the time, she had received words of support from friends and
neighbors, including the Longleys. In 1976, she ran for the Maine State
Senate as a Republican. One of her opponents was Longley’s sister,
Connie, who, like her famous brother, was running as an Independent.
Each of the three candidates in the race was asked by a reporter for his
opinion on Longley’s plan to close the Bangor State Mental Hospital
and move its patients eighty miles south to Augusta. Natalie Dunlop
had said she thought it was rather brutal.
Longley, by letter addressed to Natalie Dumais Dunlap (Dumais was
her first husband’s name; she had not used it for years and she felt it
was an attempt to drag up an unpleasant time in her life), October 6,
1976:
“You know full well how many hours I have spent with you and
others in my office without charge or without fee attempting to help as
a neighbor and friend and humanitarian. As a matter of fact, you have
a number of times indicated your respect and appreciation and
therefore, it would be inconsistent of you to suddenly feel that my
approach is brutal unless your political candidacy and your opposition
to my sister is clouding your memory.
“You have spent literally hours in my home in the presence of my
wife and me, and while you were most gracious and sensitive and
apologetic for taking time from our family, we never short-changed or
cut short your time in our attempts to move together with you to solve
problems and answer questions — again without fee on my part. Please
do not use or allow my sister’s candidacy which I am supporting to
unfairly attack me as a, person or as Governor.”'
Shep Lee, an Auburn automobile dealer and influential Democratic
Party contributor, had known Longley all his life. He had supported
George Mitchell in the election. Prior to that, he had been a Curtis
backer although he had favored another Democrat in the 1966 primary
elections. In the summer of 1975, the New York Times Magazine sent
writer Tim Crouse to Maine to do a story on Longley. Before
interviewing the governor, Crouse had gone to see Lee for some
background. Lee took him to Marois’ Restaurant in Lewiston where a
group of local businessmen, all of whom knew Longley, met daily for
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lunch. Crouse told them his assignment. The businessmen discussed
Longley with him. At one point, the subject of the governor’s
temperament came up. Crouse asked whether the governor had any
intimidating effects on hometown critics now that he was in power.
After the lunch ended, one of the businessmen telephoned Longley.
Longley, going straight to the top, to Arthur Ochs Sulzberger,
president and publisher of the New York Times, August 26, 1975:
“I do not know who to write directly and as I was privileged to be
introduced to you in Washington early this year, I am writing you
directly. . .First of all, this independent Governor, a private
businessman for a quarter of a century, is slowly becoming hardened to
the political realities. In addition, this private businessman and person
has become even more aware of the insensitiveness and lack of
objectivity and professionalism of some members of the news media,
but I know of no publication that has impressed me more over the years
in pursuing the ultimate in credibility and professionalism and
objectivity than your publication. The foregoing, plus my respect and
support for a free press to maintain a free world, is the basis of my
writing to you today.
“First of all, whether or not your paper chooses to publish the Tim
Crouse article,” (it chose not to) “I want you to know. . .1 was advised
by two members of my staff that they had received reports that Tim
Crouse was in the state and from reports, setting out to do a hatchet job
on me. This same fact was subsequently conveyed to me directly by a
very respected and interestingly enough, political opponent who
telephoned me to tell me he felt it represented one of the unfairest set
ups he had ever witnessed and while he had worked against me in the
campaign and was philosophically different than me, he had great
respect for what I was trying to do and also felt this was one of the
dirtiest situations he had ever encountered.
“Tim Crouse had come to Maine and called on one Richard
Goodwin, a former Kennedy and Johnson staff member, and
reportedly, a still active Democrat. He, in turn, subsequently referred
him to a friend by the name of Shep Lee, perhaps one of the most active
behind the scenes Democrats and supporters of my Democratic
opponent. This same Shep Lee had taken very active parts in two of the
most unsuccessful gubernatorial campaigns for what everyone felt was
a frontrunner in this state and was reportedly quite bitter.
Furthermore, while I have nothing but compassion for this Shep Lee,
he has not been one of the better citizens from a community
contribution standpoint and in the past I have not hesitated to remind
him that I felt he was remiss in his citizenship responsibility and only
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played the political game for his ego and self-serving prestige purposes.
Furthermore, during the only conversation we had during the
campaign, I told him I was very happy he was with my opponent and
that based on experience, this could help me more than hurt me. I
subsequently carried his community three to one in one of the greatest
if not the greatest victory I am told any Governor ever had in that
community. Obviously, in fairness to Shep Lee, I would have to
conclude and understand he couldn’t possibly be fair or objective. . .
“As reported to me, this Shep Lee then set up a luncheon meeting at
a local restaurant in order for Tim Crouse to get an ‘objective’ and
‘unbiased’ picture of Jim Longley.. .1 do not know of a single person at
the luncheon who supported or voted for me. While I respect this
posture and this right of each individual I genuinely challenge, the
objectivity and fairness of Shep Lee and anyone else "that arranged for
this ‘impartial’ and ‘objective’ luncheon.
“It is interesting to note that apparently a subject of conversation at
this meeting was vindictiveness and while the individual is unable to
completely and objectively judge himself, the irony of this is that I am
frequently criticized by my closest friends as being too forgiving and
compassionate. . .
“Finally, I would like to speak in defense of my home town of
Lewiston, Maine.. .1 think my Dad and Mom and my own family have
had an outstanding impact on the community that has reflected
favorably on me. In any event, I do not think Jim Longley has an
intimidating effect on the community, although this outstanding
community has had an intimidating effect on professional politicians
because I am so proud and grateful that this town which had supported
Democratic candidates for Governor overwhelmingly in the past gave
Jim Longley a two to one margin.”
John Quinn had started to write a zinger to Longley but threw it
away. Finally he wrote simply that he would continue to try to do right
by Maine consumers, according to what he believed the right to be.
Longley to Quinn, March 4, 1977:
“I cannot accept from a person holding a position of important
responsibility demagogic and reckless abuse of authority. . .Many of
these people whom you attacked do not enjoy the advantages of a
public office so that they can respond in kind. These tactics, especially
when utilized by one charged with protecting the rights of individuals,
are unacceptable and abusive. I must ask, John, why you continue to
conduct your responsibilities in such a manner. And when confronted
with your own conduct, you seem to respond with desperate attempts to
do anything or grab at any straw rather than recognize the unfairness of
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your course of conduct. . .When an individual holding an important
position of responsibility repeatedly abuses the public trust and blindly
and desperately defends his every action by accusing his accusers and
attacking those who dare criticize him, this individual should not be
holding such a position. . .”
John Cole of Maine Times, an avid environmentalist, had editorially
criticized Longley on many issues, from fudging on campaign promises
to lacking vision to thirsting for national office. With the advent of Jim
Longley’s second year in office, Cole noted with melancholy that while
the Chinese bade farewell to the Year of the Tiger and welcomed the
Year of the Dragon, Maine faced another “Year of the Longley.”
Analyzing Longley’s performance in March 1975, Cole wrote:
“Headlines can only sustain a non-performer for a time;.controversy
can only disguise confusion for a spell; and shouting and arm waving
can only obscure executive paralysis for as long as observers are
diverted. . . In terms of performance, Jim Longley has flunked by any
standard.”
Longley, in a statement to King Harvey of the Fort Fairfield Review,
July 30, 1975:
“I have nothing but compassion and pity for a man like John Cole,
who writes beautifully about the birds and the bees, but writes with
malignant figures about personalities. And I think this is unfortunate
because when you find faces in life, the background of hating Jews and
Catholics and Protestants is not unlike haters of difference of
personality, in difference in an individual who disagrees with you or an
individual who dares to be different.
“So this person ends up hating him, and really he isn’t hating him as
much as he resents the fact that that person disagrees with him. And so
I think there’s an element of immaturity here, but a very sad note of
malignancy, a malignancy to the extent that destroys. I think this is
what’s torn America apart — more people tearing things down than
building them up.
“And I think it’s a very unfortunate commentary that this great
writer on the trees, the birds and the bees can be so malicious, so
malignant and so cancerous when it comes to people. It’s hurting him
badly. I think unfortunately he’s one of the number one haters in the
state. He seems to hate everybody and everything that disagrees with
him.”
***

But of all the constructive, challenging words he slung in great
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heaping fistfulls, it was just one word — a four letter word — that
caused the most furor of all. A word for which his governorship would
always be remembered:
Pimp.
March 10, 1975. The third month of the Longley reign.
Three state senators, two Republicans and a Democrat, are in a car
heading for Blaine House. Senate President Joe Sewall, Dave Huber,
chairman of the Appropriations Committee, and Democrat Gerry
Conley, the Senate Minority Leader. Longley is having them and other
legislative leaders, some staff and a Newsweek reporter to dinner. Helen
and their eldest daughter, Kathy, will be the hostesses. It will be a social
evening. A chance to get to know one another better.
As they ride along, Joe Sewall is wondering when Longley is going to
give him his first lesson on how to be governor.
Dave Huber is seeing columns of numbers and bottom lines before
his eyes. He is in charge of straightening out Longley’s budget. Instead
of the eight million dollar surplus Longley thought he built into it, the
budget has a four million dollar deficit. Longley has forgotten to
include much obligatory spending, including installment payments of
the state debt. Huber is still trying to find the 1976 elections.
Gerry Conley is thinking about the laugh he is going to get.
Conley works for the railroad in Portland. He has twelve children.
When he talks, his upper lip retracts to expose his upper teeth, making
him look something like Humphrey Bogart. His eyes are either sad or
mirthful. Right now they are mirthful.
Three weeks ago Helen Longley had announced that in keeping with
her husband’s thriftiness, the Blaine House cook would no longer
prepare snacks for the charity teas periodically held in the mansion.
From now on, she said, the ladies would have to bring their own.
At Conley’s side is a brown paper bag. In it are a peanut butter
sandwich, a piece of chocolate cake and a Coke. Conley fingers the
rolled bag top.
They park in the Blaine House driveway, under the great dying elm
trees, and enter a side door. To their right is a study and beyond that
the Sun Room where the guests are gathered. They hang their coats in
the pool room to their left. As they walk into the Sun Room, Conley sees
that neither Longley nor Hostesses Helen or Kathy are present. He
enters ostentatiously, swinging the brown paper bag. Everybody laughs.
It is a good joke. Conley is happy with it. He takes the bag back to the
pool room and leaves it on the hatrack over his coat. One of Longley’s
aides runs to tell the governor.
Sherry is poured. The legislators wish there was something stronger.
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Longley and the hostesses make their entrance. The guests are led down
a wallpapered hallway to the State Dining Room.
The Newsweek reporter, Bernice Buresh, is the only reporter to have
been invited by Longley. Her editors are curious about the new
governor. Is he, as they say, really a threat to the political parties? What
are his amibitions? His potential? She has heard the talk from both
doubters and true believers. He is crazy. He is intense. He will leave the
state a shambles. He will save the state. The job is too big for him. He is
too big for the job. He is unforgiving and crafty. He is charitable and
boyish. She watches the governor closely. Surely, his detractors
exaggerate. The governor is being urbane, handsomely charming,
attentive, showing a nice white smile and sparkling blue eyes.
But at the moment Longley is seething. The teeth in the smile are
clenched.
That afternoon, Pat Sherlock of the Associated Press had found out
that Longley’s newly-appointed mental health and corrections
commissioner, John Rosser, had been paid $490.38 a week for the past
month, even though he was not due to report to work for another week.
The order setting his salary and backdating his pay had come through
Longley’s office. Sherlock stumbled across the story when he tried to
call Rosser on another matter and was told he was still in New Jersey.
His discovery is embarrassing for a cost-conscious governor who is
denying state employees a cost-of-living raise (while boosting his
personal staff s salaries by up to thirty per cent). Jimmy McGregor has
issued a statement blaming the whole thing on a clerical error and
accusing Sherlock of trying to embarrass Rosser and the governor.
Longley has issued a statement accusing Sherlock of trying to
embarrass Rosser and McGregor. McGregor and Longley, both
embarrassed, have figured out that the story could only have been
leaked to Sherlock by the Democratic leadership.
Longley sits at the head of the table, wearing his baleful smile. His
guests are sipping coffee and spooning up the last of their dessert. They
seem to be having a good time. Somewhere in their midst, Longley
believes, sits a person who has betrayed him. Also a reporter from a
national magazine who probably would be impressed by a straight
shooting, plain-talking non-politician who isn’t afraid of a bunch of
pros, including a Judas as well as a prankster who has insulted his wife
by bringing a brown bag to his house.
The conversation turns to the need to maintain a good working
relationship between the executive and legislative branches. The happy
host smile suddenly fades. Someone, Longley says abruptly, looking
from face to face, some legislator has leaked misinformation in an
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obvious attempt to embarrass a governor and his family.
“Anyone who would leak such a thing to the press without
foundation is, to use the street jargon, a pimp,” he cries.
Coffee cups clatter to their saucers. Silverware freezes between plate
and mouth. The hostesses blush. Longley glares. The Republicans cast
down their eyes, wearing little smiles.
Democrat Neil Rolde, the House Majority Leader, starts to say
something.
“Let me finish,” Longley snaps. “Anyone who would try to
embarrass the governor in this way, without coming to the governor
first to see if the information is correct. . . anyone who undermines and
prostitutes the legislative system. . .1 call a pimp.”
Longley starts to get up from his chair. Suddenly voices merge. Gerry
Conley protests, as does Mary Najarian, Rolde’s assistant floor leader.
But it is Rolde who gets through.
“Not just one minute, governor,” he says, arresting Longley in
mid-rise. “Are you calling legislators pimps?”
“If the shoe fits,” Longley says acidly, “wear it.”
The evening has come to an end.
The guests file to the pool room to collect their things. Some are
grumbling, others are silent, others laugh in a nervous, embarrassed
way.
Longley, dutiful host, stands by the door to bid them goodnight.
Conley puts on his coat and takes his brown bag down from the
hatrack.
As he passes by, Longley points at the bag.
“That’s a cheap shot,” he says. His lips are set hard.
“Ah, come on, governor,” Conley says. “A little joke never hurt
anyone.”
Conley turns away. Longley’s blow catches him on the shoulder
blade.
***

It became known as the Pimp Incident.
In the next and ensuing days:
The Legislature overrode Longley’s veto of a minor bill by a vote of
155 to 16. It was the first time in 20 years a veto had been overridden in
Maine. “A little disciplinary action,” Joe Sewall called it.
A bill was introduced in the Senate allowing removal of a governor
from office for mental or physical incapacity. “The bananas bill,”
legislators named it.
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John Day wrote a column informing his readers that at the time of
the Pimp Incident, the state was being visited by national reporters who
wanted to see if a new political order was rising in Augusta, if the defeat
of the two-party system in Maine had brought an end to partisan
politics, name-calling and dirty tricks. “Last week, they got most of the
answers to their questions,” he wrote. “Spiro Agnew had more class
and a better vocabulary.”
“The way he talks is strange,” Gerry Conley was quoted by
Newsweek. “He refers to municipalities raping the state, to
governmental incest, to legislative pimps. It’s all sort of strange.”
Conley wrote a letter to Mrs. Longley, apologizing for any
embarrassment he may have caused. Noting that St. Patrick’s Day was
near, he said, “At this time of year the leprechauns can get the better of
me.”
Spike Carey began selling PIMP (“Protector of the Interests of
Maine People”) buttons for a dollar apiece. He quickly sold out his
entire supply, two hundred and seventy-five. He said the money was for
an impeachment fund.
After his guests had gone, Longley lay awake the whole night. The
next morning he came to his office looking haggard.
“I really blew it,” he told Peter Damborg, his legislative aide.
He met with State House newsmen, who had heard what had
happened.
“As a person who had tried to keep talk at the dinner table relaxed
and challenging. . .the disagreement became a little disagreeable last
night,” he confessed. A couple of Democrats, he informed them, had
made “unfortunate outbursts.” It was the first time anything degrading
had happened at his table. But he wasn’t the kind of person to hold a
grudge.
They asked him about the word, the four-letter one.
He did use a word, he admitted. He used it not in anger but to
express his disappointment with the actions of legislators, six of whom,
all Democrats, had come to his house prepared to attack him.
He did not even like to say the word.
“My family knows that word is not a part of my regular vocabulary,”
he said.
He had consulted his dictionary. What he should have said, he said,
was procurer or panderer or sycophant.
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Chapter 13

The Press Plays God

he governor of Maine was sitting on the edge of the pool table,
fiddling with the 13 ball. He had drunk a quantity of beer.
Standing on either side of him, speaking simultaneously about
society’s obligations to the downtrodden, were two UPI reporters. They
also had been drinking.
Longley did not look at them. His eyes were on the 13 ball, which he
was rolling against the cushion. Now and then he put a little English on
it. He wore a checkered short-sleeved shirt, exposing hairy athletic
arms. His blue sport jacket was thrown hussar-fashion over his right
shoulder. He held it there with two fingers of his left hand.
The droning in his right ear was an exposition about a hippie dentist
Bill Frederick knew who was willing to fix poor people’s teeth for free if
the state would subsidize him, however tokenly. Frederick seemed to be
saying that Longley had a duty to do something about it but, sadly,
didn’t seem to be interested. Kathleen Palm was beseeching his left ear.
He must not desert the little people. They had helped put him in office.
It would disappoint her gravely if he, like all the others, betrayed their
hope that somehow things would be made better.
Longley looked up long enough to tell Frederick, “You’re playing
God,” then went back to caroming the 13 ball off the cushion. After
some more moments, he murmured abstractedly to Kathleen that he
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was going to win — he didn’t say what — because he couldn’t lose.
“I’ve never lost because when I’ve lost I’ve always won because I’ve
learned and when you learn you never lose,” he said.
Kathleen paused to consider that, then resumed her thing about
betrayal. She had blond hair that fell smoothly to her shoulders. Bill
Frederick also had blond hair, as long as Kathleen’s but scraggly, not
smooth. He also had a thorny blond beard.
Longley had invited the pair of them to Blaine House along with the
rest of the State House news corps, about fifteen or twenty altogether. It
was his first party for them. Until now, Blaine House had been almost
exclusively the domain of out-of-state reporters who generally turned in
more flattering stories about him to their larger readerships. While
Maine reporters had to hang outside his office in hopes of collaring
him, were told to submit their questions in writing and sometimes were
made to wait months for an interview, journalists from New York,
Washington, Los Angeles, Chicago and Boston breezed through his
doors to be doted over and dined.
There was one exception, when Longley invited a handful of
newsmen from Maine’s Gannett Newspapers and the Bangor Daily
News to meet one of his Blaine House guests, David Broder of the
Washington Post. Their presence had afforded Longley the opportunity
to demonstrate to Broder, who saw in Longley a manifestation of his
theory that the two political parties were in a dangerous decline, just
how different a governor he was. Seating the Maine reporters around
him, Longley had taken out a yellow pad and asked them what he
should do to be a better governor. He didn’t take many notes because
the reporters seemed to sense they were being used. It was the hope of
Longley’s “media coordinators” that an evening together with the
entire capitol press contingent tonight would salve some of the sores
that had obviously developed.
Despite a staff top-heavy with former newsmen (McGregor,
Damborg, Lowe), Longley’s standing with the press had steadily gotten
wobblier. At least among the Legislature he had kinship with
Republicans who also feared submersion in the creeping tide of
socialism and who shared his belief that the making of more money was
the basic American dream. And though these Republicans could not
entirely go along with his assaults on the Social Security System (he
wanted it turned over to private insurance companies), they
nevertheless recognized something reassuringly atavistic in them, and
were warmed by the feeling of common ancestry. They were sure one
day he would evolve into modern Republican man.
With the press corps, however, Longley seemed to have little or
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nothing in common. In his view, newsmen suffered almost universally
from liberalism, which he seemed to regard as a communicable disease
traceable, no doubt, to the sick editorial writers who persisted in
attacking a person and his family.
He felt reporters spent too much time writing about locked doors,
pointing out contradictions, “looking,” as he often complained, “for
the hole in the doughnut,” instead of reporting on the good stories, the
positives of his administration. (Usually he cited two: the removal of
16,000 people from the welfare rolls and the creation of his first budget,
which he claimed to be a balanced budget without a tax increase — a
“minor miracle” he called it. Legislators beheld the two-year spending
plan with something less than reverence as they found it not only
unbalanced by deficits but filled with cost deferrals that would force
them into raising taxes in the second year.)
Longley had ardently courted Maine newsmen in the days of the
Longley Commission and throughout the campaign. Stealing into their
newsrooms, he would serenade their egos to the pitter-patter of their
Video Display Terminals. Once elected, the romance ended. Not only
because he jilted them for the embraces of the national press, but
because they caught him two-timing on the truth.
One of the first times it happened was on a Sunday afternoon, a
month before his inauguration. During a television interview, he
claimed that both George Wallace and Ronald Reagan had gotten in
touch with him after the election. The two governors, both regarded as
possible third party candidates for the White House in 1976, had gone
beyond simply congratulating him, he said.
“This is amazing,” he excitedly told Mike Craig of WGAN-TV in
Portland. “I’ve not only had contact from Governor Wallace, I’ve had
contact from Governor Reagan. As you know, there’s been some
suggestion that they might be leading a third party movement. I’ve had
contact with many governors and senators and national figures
wondering if I had any interest, or whether or not there’s any
significance to a third party.”
His disclosure, in the aftermath of his astounding upset the previous
month, gave further impetus to the talk that he was a man destined for
greater glory, that something nationally profound had occurred in
Maine on election day 1974.
Maine newsmen had learned under the self-effacing Curtis, a former
seaman, and his prim predecessor, John Reed, a gentleman potato
farmer, that they usually could take a governor’s word, especially when
there didn’t seem to be any reason for him not to tell the truth. Thus it
wasn’t to test Longley’s veracity but to expand on the unearthing of a
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man of national potential from the obscurity of a Lewiston insurance
agency that Christopher Couch, a reporter for the Biddeford-Saco
Journal, telephoned Wallace and Reagan. He wondered what they had
in mind for Maine’s bright new star.
They said, Longley who?
Couch tried to locate Longley. Unfortunately, the governor-elect was
on another pre-inaugural trip to Washington, D.C., where he was
getting good reviews reprimanding federal officials, playing tennis with
cabinet secretaries and writing midnight advice to President Ford from
his room in the Mayflower Hotel. (“I believe in you. I trust you. You
have my support, but please make certain people around you listen.
Also, how about some new young faces to help you and restore
confidence in and by Americans?”)
Jimmy McGregor got stuck having to explain.
When Jim Longley said Wallace and Reagan had contacted him,
McGregor told Couch, he was only thinking of letters he had received
from fans of Wallace and Reagan, suggesting that maybe he should get
in touch with them.
Reporters were soon to discover that if Jim Longley could stretch the
truth, he also could shrink it.
“I haven’t asked the first person I was considering appointing
whether he or she were a Republican, Democrat or an Independent,”
he once said after having sent out a questionnaire asking members of
state boards and commissions, many of whom would be seeking
reappointment by him, not only their political affiliation but their sex,
race and ethnic background.
He also proved himself adept at:
Blaming by not blaming. (April 18, 1975, after yet another deficit
had been discovered in his budget: “It would be easy for me as governor
to blame a previous Legislature and those who drafted Legislative
Document 1994” (the uniform property tax) “for a twenty million
dollar deficit which my administration inherited because of this law.
However, this would be unfair and would serve no purpose.”)
Congratulatory discrediting. (June 12, 1975, on the occasion of the
University of Maine trustees winning an academic freedom award from
the American Association of University Professors for resisting
Longley’s demand for their collective resignation: “Congratulations.
While the critics will read this as an attempt on the part of the AAUP to
gain an advantage over rival unions to become the bargaining agent for
the University of Maine faculty, nevertheless the award does bring
honor to and reflects favorably on Maine.”)
Unsuggestible suggesting. (March 17, 1975, during an interview on
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WCSH-TV, Portland: “I think that we need to examine news media
that reports erroneously in fact and almost takes on a campaign
against. You know, I believe in freedom of the press. . . But were I in
the news media, I would be concerned about the irresponsible and
unprofessional newsperson, or paper, that attacks, attacks, attacks,
almost unfairly. Because if this happened in business or in almost any.
other area of our society, they’d lose their license. Now am I suggesting
that the news media be licensed? No.”)
Historical overstating. (July 17, 1975, responding to editorial
criticism that the findings of one of his study committees was a rehash
of old stuff: “We’ve written history in Maine since the election with
perhaps the greatest volunteer citizenship effort this country has seen
since 1776.”)
Global bromidizing. (May 14, 1975, commenting on the seizure of
the munitions ship Mayaguez by Cambodian communists and its
subsequent liberation by U.S. Marines: “I think our foreign policy very
definitely needs a much longer range plan.”)
Double swiping. (February 2, 1977, reacting to the news that
Archibald Cox, the former Watergate prosecutor, had agreed to serve
as a consultant to the Penobscot and Passamaquoddy Indians in their
huge land and monetary claims against the state of Maine: “I wasn’t
fired by Nixon — and I wouldn’t have worked for him.”)
Indignant forgetting. (November 13, 1975, in a statement emanating
from behind his own locked office doors after a touring group of girl
scouts complained they couldn’t get into the House and Senate because
the Legislature had adjourned: “There is no excuse for the House and
Senate chambers to be locked off from the public.”)
Some stretchers were fairly easy to document. His statements that his
friend John Gardner had urged him to run required only a visit to
Common Cause headquarters in Washington, D.C. and one question:
Did you?
“Mr. Longley’s interest in politics seems to have been stirred by a
speech which I gave to the Million Dollar Roundtable in 1968,” John
Gardner replied. “I met him personally at the time, though I had no
recollection of it until he reminded me of it in a letter dated August 7,
1972.” (About the time Longley was accepting the chairmanship of the
Longley Commission from Curtis.)
“I received one or two more letters from him referring back to the
speech and telling me of his current interest in civic activities. 1 seem to
recall his writing to me at the time he was thinking about the
governorship. If he did write, I'm sure I would have been cordial but
would not have sought to influence his decision one way or the other. I
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never do in such matters. In any case, I knew him so slightly that I
could not have judged his fitness for office."
A newsman had only to search the newspaper morgue for the
Lewiston Sun of May 22, 1939, to discover there was no record of
Longley’s father ever having been knocked down the jailhouse stairs by
an escaping prisoner. The toothache, the kind turnkey, the sudden
break for freedom — that much was true. But there was not a single
word about a struggle, nor of a mortal plunge. The prisoner had bolted
out the open jailhouse door and had quickly outdistanced Deputy
Longley, whose health was already failing. The prisoner was arrested a
short while later hiding in a vacant factory across the street.
Other tales were more difficult to trace. Longley’s disclosure that he
had gone “back and forth to Saigon” to bring home orphans during the
Vietnam War intrigued newsmen; they asked for more details but were
stymied by his reluctance to talk. He would say only that it happened,
he thought — he suddenly had difficulty remembering — in 1969. He
could say no more, since he had acted, he said, on behalf of a
philanthropist who wished to remain anonymous. He let it slip,
however, adding some weight to his story, that the office of
then-Congressman William Hathaway of Maine had been helpful. A
journalist telephoned Hathaway’s former administrative assistant, Al
Gamache, who confirmed Longley had contacted him.
“I don’t remember anything about orphans,” Gamache said. “I
remember Jimmy asking how to get some Vietnamese broad in an
American college. He said she was from some prominent family in
Saigon or someplace.”
Talking about exploits by casually bringing them up, then saying he
didn’t want to talk about them, created an atmosphere of romance
about Jim Longley's past and lent an aura of mystery to a man who,
people thought, was only an insurance agent from Lewiston, Maine.
The Associated Press’ Pat Sherlock recalled coming away from one
interview convinced that when Longley had not been flying daylight
bombing raids over Germany during World War Two he had been
parachuting behind enemy lines. Sherlock said he had been afraid to
question him very closely, the subject obviously being painful for the
governor to recount. When another reporter dug up the fact that
Longley’s brief military career consisted entirely of stateside service and
that he was let go early with a disability discharge, Longley, after
considerable hedging, seemed to admit somewhere in a statement of
several hundred words — many of them abusing the reporter for asking
— that it was true. Pressed for details about the nature of the disability,
Longley said he was discharged from the Army Air Corps for
“vocational rehabilitation” after he “slipped and fell.” He said the
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accident happened in an Army hospital where he had been admitted for
observation of an “old football injury.”
It wasn’t long before Jim Longley’s various pronouncements
would send reporters scurrying to their telephones to try to verify just
about everything he said, from the most unpretentious announcement,
as when he said he would speak before the National Press Club (the
club said it had never heard of him either; reporters thought they had
caught him again until Longley admitted the mistake: it was the
Washington Press Club he would address) to the most pretentious
suggestion, as when he kept hinting he might be President Ford’s
choice for a 1976 running mate.
Newsmen weren’t the only ones who learned to disbelieve him. When
Longley claimed in October 1975 that his more efficient, effective and
economical administration was saving nearly two and a half million
dollars each month, the Legislature appointed a subcommittee to verify
the amount of the accruing surplus (which led Longley to threaten to
revive the Longley Commission to investigate the Legislature).
The head of the subcommittee was Lewiston Democrat Louis Jalbert,
the last of the old-time party bosses, whose thirty years in the House
made him the longest-tenured legislator in Maine history. He was the
man Longley most often pictured when he railed against professional
politicians, just as Linwood Ross’ face would come into focus whenever
he thought of entrenched bureaucrats. Jalbert went into the inquiry
with a slightly cynical view. “I wouldn’t believe Shamus” — that was
his name for Longley — “if he told me it was Wednesday.” One of
Longley’s new aides, Ed Schlick, who had been the Longley
Commission’s public relations man, was called to testify. Jalbert asked
him where the money was. Schlick whipped out his Webster’s. “The
dictionary says savings is money you avoid spending,” he said. “But
that doesn’t mean that you’re always going to have the money you don’t
spend.”
The more the press cooled toward him, the hotter Longley got. His
talk about the need to control the press increased. He said newsmen
only wanted to be buttered up to feed their own insecurity. He cast
doubt on their objectivity, their professionalism, their credibility. He
said they were still smarting because they had not picked him as the
winner.
“The Portland newspapers were wrong and I personally don’t mind
the fact that they have spent the last nine months attacking Jim
Longley,” he said in a speech to Portland businessmen in October 1975.
“However, I feel I have to speak up for a lot of dedicated people in this
administration who... aren’t being given credit because a few people in
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ivory towers who also play God aren’t willing to admit they were wrong.
I was strongly advised that to criticize a particular influential
newspaper was political folly, that the newspaper would only intensify
its attacks. If that’s the case, so be it. I’ll say only this to the Portland
writers: they heard it from Jim Longley and they can have copies of the
speech so there won’t be any doubt as to the source.”
But as much as he was angered by irresponsible; unprofessional
unfairness, he realized that he needed the press if only as a means for
putting his face and his words before the voters. Besides, somewhere
out there had to be the ninety-nine per cent of the press who (he made
a point of saying whenever he criticized the others) were fair. And so, at
the urging of his media coordinators, he put away the sherry, stocked
up on hard liquor and invited the press to dinner.
It was a fine evening in May. Two months had passed since the Pimp
Incident. The guests arrived, as brash as ever, and headed straight for
the liquor. Conspicuously absent was anyone from Maine Times. Editor
John Cole and his staff writer Phyllis Austin were no longer welcomed
around the governor’s office. To Longley, Cole was a “pseudo-environ
mentalist, pseudo-intellectual phony from another state” (presumably
more reprehensible than native Maine pseudo-environmentalist,
pseudo-intellectual phonies). Phyllis Austin had been one of the very
first to hurt his family. She had been responsible for that article about a
day in his life which concluded with her refusing his invitation for a
drink (she didn’t drink). Phyllis had ridden with him to Bangor where
he was to address the annual meeting of the Maine Police Chiefs
Association. On the way, she tried to interview him on his plans for
Maine and his views on the women’s liberation movement which she
championed. His answers had been evasive. He wanted instead to try
out part of his speech on her. He planned to include a passage from a
book called The Drifters whose author, James A. Michener, another
acquaintance from his insurance days, had sent him a campaign
contribution. The book was fiction. The passage he had chosen
portrayed a sexual assault on a young woman by five policemen.
Longley said it was the kind of thing that gave law enforcement a bad
name.
“ ‘Again there was silence in the room, and Soft Voice repeated in a
whisper, “She’s probably hid it,” ’ Longley read aloud from the
book. He was sitting beside his driver in the front seat of the car.
Phyllis, a woman in her thirties, was sitting in the back seat between
one of Longley’s bodyguards and Longley’s eldest son, Jimmy Junior.
“What’s all that steam on the back window?” the driver cracked. He
liked to tease Phyllis.
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Longley resumed his reading:
“ ‘This time there was a much longer silence, which Gretchen could
not understand. She was watching the plain clothesman, who slowly
nodded his head. “Strip!” Redface commanded. “Yes, every
goddamned thing. You smart college girls think it’s all right to screw
with anybody. New morality, you call it. Well, we’re gonna see some of
that new morality.’ ”
Phyllis felt uncomfortable. Longley, wearing a red cap, was
half-turned toward her. There were loose folds of skin in front of his
ear. She wished she could get on with the interview. They were on the
Interstate and going fast. They’d be in Bangor soon.
“ ‘Someone giggled, and Soft Voice said, “The purpose is we want to
see where you have the heroin hidden,’ ” Longley read. “ ‘When
Gretchen stood in her panties and bra she hesitated, whereupon Soft
Voice screamed at her with a violence that shattered, “Everything!” He
grabbed the leather strap again and swung it viciously under her nose.
She wavered, and he brought it with a terrifying force onto the floor, an
inch from her left foot. “You strip, goddamn you! Now!’ ”
The governor stopped reading before Gretchen took off her pants.
After they got to Bangor, Phyllis decided she had heard enough. She
took a bus home.
Card tables were set out in the Sun Room and dinner served. During
the meal, Longley dragged in his new state police bodyguard, a
Penobscot Indian by the name of George Mitchell (the name provoking
numerous puns). Putting his arm around Mitchell, Longley insisted he
stay and enjoy himself. Mitchell looked embarrassed. “That’s right,
George, just sit right down,” the governor said. “There. Comfortable,
George? Fine. Now, how about something to eat? What can I get you?”
(“You can always judge a person by the way he treats people he doesn’t
have to be nice to,” Longley liked to say.) In nine months, Longley
would appoint Mitchell as his Indian Affairs commissioner. A year
later, Mitchell would quit, joining a growing procession of resigning
department heads and staff who complained of Longley’s parental
treatment of them, the frequency with which he ignored their advice in
favor of that of his businessmen friends, and his inaccessibility. (Don
Nichols, the state police chief, who also joined the procession, once
assigned himself to be Longley’s chauffeur for an evening so that he
could talk to the governor about state business. “1 call his office,”
Nichols said, “I can’t get him. I write him memos. He doesn’t answer.
What else can I do?”) Mitchell said the last straw was when Longley
wanted him to exert pressure on his own tribe to back off its land case
against the state. “I have gained something back I thought I had lost,”
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Mitchell said when he quit. “My self-respect.”
After dinner, Longley’s special guest for the evening, Don Larrabee,
who covered regional news in Washington for Maine newspapers, gave
a brief talk. The local newsmen made wisecracks and pretended not to
listen. Longley sat on a sofa next to his wife. He put his arm around her
shoulders, as if to shelter her from the newsmen who, given their record
of attacks on his family, might suddenly jump up and strike her with
their fists. As the evening wore on, he ventured to leave her side,
stopping at nearby tables to chat. He carried along his beer, which he
drank strangely. Starting with a full glass, he would sip it by the
millimeter. After reducing its contents by an inch or so, he suddenly
would wolf down the remainder in one huge gulp.
By the time he wandered into the pool room, everyone was feeling
good. Bill Frederick challenged him to a game of eight ball. Frederick
was one of those reporters who, along with John Cole, Phyllis Austin,
John Day, Pat Sherlock, Bob Bergeron and the liberal Portland writers
had unprofessionally treated him unfairly. (“Only in computations
figured in the language of politics could you subtract all those people
from the Maine press corps and still have ninety-nine per cent left
over,” Gannett columnist Jim Brunelle wrote.)
The previous month, Frederick had written that Longley had used
the state airplane, at a cost of seventy-five dollars an hour, to visit one
of his daughters at Mount Holyoke College in Massachusetts.
Confronted with the story, Longley said that the governorship was a
seven-day-a-week job and he could not believe the people of Maine
would deny their governor the opportunity to visit his children.
Furthermore, flying enabled him to return to the capitol at a moment’s
notice in case of an emergency and to avoid would-be assassins who
might be waiting along the Maine Turnpike for his car to come along.
Longley had blasted Frederick at a news conference. Banging his
hand alongside the microphones on the big conference table, he said
bitterly, “I don’t want to use the word fair, but I think it’s appropriate.
And in the business community, folks, the business community would
police this within the business community and, if not, the government
would.” Reporters noticed that jowls had appeared on his face, like
something alive trying to work its way to the surface. “And I just don’t
think for a minute that this should be allowed to continue,” he said
shrilly. “Something should be done to protect decency.”
He blasted Frederick at pool, too.
“He sure can play,” a reporter remarked to Mrs. Longley as they
stood watching.
“Yes, he does everything well, ” she said with a small sigh.
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By one o’clock in the morning, Longley had left his 13 ball behind on
the pool table. It was harder to shake the voices for social justice.
Somehow the conversation, onto which a third reporter now had
leeched, had moved outdoors to the Blaine House driveway. After a
time, Kathleen Palm quieted down. She looked crushed by the
realization of something she hadn’t wanted to know. The third reporter
just listened. Frederick had stashed a bottle of the governor’s gin in the
inside pocket of his sport coat. As he and Longley held forth, the social
significance of their conversation deteriorated somewhat.
Bill Frederick: “You think I’m gonna let up on you? Well. I’m not.”
Your Governor: “You poor guy. It must really hurt.”
BF: “I’m not gonna let you get away with shit. . .”
YG: “You’re playing God.”
BF: “. . .son of a bitch.”
YG: “Son of a bitch.”
BF: “Who’s a son of a bitch?”
YG: “You’re a son of a bitch.”
BF: “I’m gonna ride your ass.”
YG: “You’re playing God.”
BF: “Well, piss on you.”
YG: “Well, piss on you.”
At about that point it started to rain.
Longley shook the hand of the third reporter who hadn’t said
anything. “I can tell you’re a real gentleman,” he said before retreating
into the Blaine House.
Frederick and Kathleen and the third reporter stayed outside in the
driveway. The rain fell harder but the night was warm and they didn't
seem to mind. His dentist. Her ordinary people. The lack of anything to
drink. Frederick no longer knew he had the bottle of gin in his pocket.
He would keep on Longley a few months longer and then Jimmy
McGregor would call up Frederick’s boss in Boston to complain and
Boston would bounce back another story about another trip to see
another daughter and Frederick would give up and in a little while,
longer than he would have thought he could have stood it, he would
quit and move away.
Rain dripped from his beard. Kathleen began to cry. Frederick put
his arm around her and patted her tenderly. The third reporter had
nothing to do but to watch his shoes soak up the rain.
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Chapter 14

Insurance Persons of the World, Arise!

he day was heavy in damp heat, but in the Imperial Ballroom of
the Fairmont Hotel on Canal Street in New Orleans the air con
ditioning was turned high and the temerature was cool. Yet the
man no sooner had entered than he had shed his grey suit jacket. It
seemed more a display of his intent than an attempt at comfort. Those
watching could see he was there to work.
He put on his half-moon reading glasses, positioning them in a
pedagogic place midway on his nose. He poured himself a 7-Up. He
raised his hand, was recognized, and proceeded to reprimand the
governors of the United States, all properly attired in dark suits and
ties.
He was disturbed because the governors, Republicans and
Democrats, wanted to hold party caucuses among themselves. Such
partisanship, he lectured them, had no place at the sixty-seventh
annual meeting of the National Governors’ Conference. If they wanted
to gather politically, they should do so either before or after the
conference, not during it, since he had “precious time priorities” and
desired to “get on with the business of government.”
“Time spent in partisan political involvement or party caucus at
meetings such as this could very properly be challenged by the citizens
of our respective states and could cause one or more governors in the
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future to question whether or not to attend future meetings,” he
warned them. (He later denied he was one of those who might question
whether or not to attend future meetings. It was “other” governors.)
The governors looked aghast — except one, who only smiled. No one
had ever told them before that they were supposed to work at
governors’ conferences. Having a governor of only six months tell them
made some of them mad.
“The most condescending thing I ever heard one governor tell other
governors,” Governor James Exon of Nebraska snorted over breakfast
the next morning. “The other governors thought so, too. They’re not
always going to let him get away with this kind of stuff.”
He finished the last of his lambchop and touched his lips with his
napkin.
“Excuse me,” he said sardonically as he got up. “I’ve got to ‘get’on
with the business of government.’ ”
The one governor who did not seem to be offended sat at the
conference table silently watching, the gem in his ring catching the light
from a chandelier as he rolled a Corona cigar between his fingers and
thumb. He sat in a wheelchair across the expanse of carpet, directly
opposite the man in shirtsleeves. A hearing aid was wedged behind his
right ear. He had slick dark hair and thick eyebrows. He was a small
man, but the wheelchair’s height made him seem an inch or two taller
than the governors flanked alongside him. Whenever he noticed a
camera pointed his way, he slipped off his black-rimmed eyeglasses,
furtively smoothed the hair over his ears, and seemed to make an effort
to look alert and interested. When the photographer put his camera
down, the man in the wheelchair put his glasses back on and
returned to his reverie, massaging the dimple of his chin with his
thumb.
He looked at the man in shirtsleeves and smiled.
Now the man was up to something new. He wanted the governors to
go on record favoring disclosure of the amount of time the staff of
public office holders spend working in election campaigns. It had been
a pet peeve since his own campaign when someone told him that a
member of the staff of former Democratic Congressman, now U.S.
Senator, William Hathaway had lent a hand to George Mitchell.
Governor Edwin Edwards of Louisiana rose with a chuckle.
“I don’t know that I want to assume the responsibility for knowing
what all my staff are doing in the area of campaigning,” Edwards said
lightly. “There are some things I’d rather not know about. And there’s
definitely a lot of things I’m not going to write about, I’ll tell you that.”
The governors laughed.
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The man in shirtsleeves didn’t laugh.
His proposal, he protested stiffly, “gives the public the opportunity to
determine whether or not Governor Edwards’ staff members are using
taxpayer dollars to elect other office holders. I want the public to make
the determination. Not your staff, not my staff.”
His words were pointed; the smiles disappeared from the governors’
faces.
“Now I know why there’s only one independent governor,” Edwards
frowned.
“I submit there’ll be a lot more unless we have more housecleaning
done,” the man in shirtsleeves shot back.
His idea was defeated. Every one he offered lost. It didn’t seem to
bother him. He could never lose. Defeats ultimately were victories.
More Longley Commission recommendations might have been adopted
if he had not alienated a legislature: but then he might not have become
governor. More of his vetoes might have been upheld if he had used
reason instead of insulting words on the men and women who would
vote to sustain or override them — but then he would have lacked
Saracens for his sword. The nation’s governors might have accepted his
resolutions if he had not addressed them opprobriously. But then he
would not have been able to portray them as politicians against public
disclosure.
He made his accusation in a note to the conference chairman,
Governor Calvin Rampton of Utah, in which he said he only wanted to
protect the governors and their political parties from adverse criticism
by the press.
“Candidly, Cal, while I understand the defeat of my amendment re
disclosure and ethics, I do not want to see this become another tool for
anyone to use against the parties or elected officials,” he wrote. “Would
hope there wouldn’t be a headline: ‘Governors Vote Against Improving
Ethics or Disclosure.’”
He made sure to pass the note to the press table.
“Is he always like that?” Tom Judge, the young Democratic governor
of Montana, asked after the close of one day’s session. “He didn’t make
much of an impression. The guys thought he mouthed off too much.”
But the governors weren’t the audience Jim Longley cared about
impressing. The man in the wheelchair seemed to understand that.
For behind them sat four hundred newsmen and before them lay the
1976 election year. One governor, Milton Schapp of Pennsylvania, and
a couple of former governors, Ronald Reagan of California and Jimmy
Carter of Georgia, already had begun their runs for the White House.
Other governors would join them. And so the newsmen watched for the
127

The Year of the Longley
signs. They kept their eye especially on the man in the wheelchair, who
was watching the man in shirtsleeves: for what he had done in Maine
only seven months before made them all wonder about the 1976
election year.
“The reason I’ve been spending so damned much time up there,”
David Broder, one of the newsmen at the conference said, “is that
you’ve got to go on the hypothesis that what happened in Maine in
Seventy-Four with the election of an independent, could well be a
forerunner of something that would happen in other states, or even at
the presidential level.”
The Washington Post columnist was one of the foremost political
writers in the United States. A tall, slender man with glasses, quiet and
serious.
“I mean, it’s not like a two-headed calf. You can assume that once in
every two million births there’s going to be a two-headed calf, so you
give it two paragraphs. This is the kind of a two-headed calf which
could be born in a lot of other places and born almost any time now.”
Broder also recognized that Longley’s words and actions were aimed
at a wider audience. On the eve of the governors’ conference, he had
been one of a panel of newsmen who had interviewed Longley and five
other governors on Meet the Press. “I had the feeling that he was
talking right past the panel into that big eye,” Broder said. “I thought
he was making a pretty strong pitch.”
The show was telecast from a studio of NBC’s New Orleans affiliate.
There was much discussion about the man in the wheelchair and
whether he would run for President on a Democratic or third party
ticket. While the Democrats on the panel were saying he hadn’t a
chance for their party’s nomination because of his paralysis and his
past, Longley had spoken out in his behalf.
“I admire his courage,” he said. “I think he is a very courageous
American.”
At his Blaine House press party only three weeks earlier, he had said,
“I cringe,” when a reporter asked how he felt when people compared
him with the man in the wKeelchair. Now, before a national television
audience on June 8, 1975, asked, “Do you feel your politics have
anything in common with George Wallace?” Longley replied:
“I think the two parties, particularly the Democratic Party, the last
time, failed to hear what he was hearing from the people. There was a
similarity to what I heard as a former Democrat, now an independent
governor of my state,” If the two parties remained deaf to the
drumbeats he and Wallace heard, he continued, “I predict we will have
a third party emerge very strong. It is in the aisles at the moment.”
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Jimmy McGregor, sipping bourbon in his room in the Fairmont, was
proud. As a newsman in Montgomery, Alabama, he had covered
Wallace.
“When your governor is the center of attention,” he drawled after
watching the broadcast, “it makes you proud.” A Maine reporter who
had tailed Longley to New Orleans was taking notes. “I guess I don’t
have to tell you I’m sold on Jim Longley,” McGregor said.
Tim Wilson, a black aide Longley had brought along, said nothing.
But you could see he was uncomfortable about sitting at the shoulder of
a governor who so unabashedly admired another governor whose
inaugural pledge of “Segregation Today! Segregation Tomorrow!
Segregation Forever!” was an unrelenting echo across Black America, a
man who had boasted of his facility to “yell nigger” whenever he
needed a smokescreen to divert the public’s attention from whatever he
didn’t wish it to see. Wilson wore a perpetual scowl. He slipped big tips
to the black waiters. He refused to board the riverboat Natchez when it
steamed up the Mississippi, past the silent black faces on the levees,
with a thousand conference participants being entertained by three
Dixieland bands, fed on fourteen varieties of seafood and filling
themselves with free liquor, all courtesy of the oil companies.
After leaving the NBC studio, Longley had gone partying with Helen
in the French Quarter. Their first stop was a cocktail party at the
elegant home of Fritz Ingram, an oil executive. Then on to the Royal
Orleans Hotel, where a sumptuous feast was laid out for the governors
and their ladies. Newsmen weren’t invited; they had been diverted to
the Natchez freebee. But one newswoman did get in. Betty Beale, a
Washington Star columnist, was there as the wife of an official of
Union Carbide, which was paying for the dinner (the bill came to nine
thousand dollars). She first had met Longley at an embassy party in
Washington. She now approached him to say that the man of whom he
had spoken so highly that afternoon was at her table with his beautiful
raven-haired wife, Cornelia.
“Would you join us?”
“It would be great.”
The Longleys and the Wallaces, with Betty Beale between them,
dined on turtle soup and beef Wellington, fine wines and flaming
desserts. The two men got along famously. The governor of Maine
spoke admiringly of the governor of Alabama. He and Helen had met
so many famous people since moving into Blaine House, more than they
had ever met at insurance conventions. The two men chatted of their
common concerns — bureaucrats, pseudo-intellectuals, do-gooders,
people who played God, liberal newspaper writers — and of the
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drumbeats that filled their ears. Listening to them, Betty Beale got the
feeling, she wrote later, that if George Wallace didn’t make a third
party run for the White House, Jim Longley would.
If the man who said he got sick to his stomach at the sight of a
Whites Only toilet in the South now had no trouble keeping his beef
Wellington down, it probably was due to his ability to turn any
unsavory morsel into tasteful fare. It required only a sprinkle of
rationalization, a twist of double talk. Car dealers suddenly were
automobile owners, businessmen became consumers, and now
America’s most glaring symbol of racism was just another man with a
family being picked on by the bullies of press and politics.
“I’ll always move toward the underdog,” Jim Longley would say. It
didn’t matter if you were mighty or meek, Matt Branch or George
Wallace. All he had to do was to sniff your underdogginess, sense the
odds were against you (so long as they weren’t his odds) and he was
there with a bone.
Hadn’t he dashed out of Blaine House one winter dawn when the
temperature was twelve below zero with a shout of, “Take out the spare
while I work on the wheel!” when he saw a janitor whose car had a flat
tire? Had he not searched the seedy end of Augusta’s Water Street for a
former mental patient who had threatened his life, sending his state
police bodyguard to fetch the man from his room over Archie’s Class A
Tavern so that he could offer him several minutes of sidewalk
counseling? Wasn’t he always the first to show up at the bedside of his
political anathema, Louis Jalbert, everytime it looked like Jalbert was
going to die of cancer or a coronary, choosing to ignore Jalbert’s crack
about him turning the hate spigot off and the love spigot on? Who, in
the face of overwhelming opposition by New England’s Democratic
governors, promoted New Hampshire’s right-wing governor Meldrim
Thompson, an advocate of arming the New Hampshire National Guard
with nuclear weapons and an unabashed admirer of South African
apartheid, for chairman of their six-state organization? What other
governor would go to the state prison to interview privately every inmate
applying for a pardon, brushing aside concerns for his safety to be shut
into a room with a convict to hear why he should forgive him? Who
promised to carry in his wallet a poem given to him by one huge
prisoner, a former Hell’s Angel whose arm size he admired, reading
“Good, better, best/Never let it rest/Till the good get better/Or the
better get best,” the refrain, “Yah, Hell’s Angels!” having been left off
in the interest of aesthetics? And who, while on a Maine platform with
Gerald Ford, who had just donated twenty dollars, the only bill he had,
to a local charity, quietly slipped a dollar into the President’s pocket
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just in case he needed anything on the way home?
The latest recipient of Longley’s beneficence nodded, and bestowed a
compliment in return. “I think whafhe did in Maine is very significant.
Very,” George Wallace said.
The rest of the governors had left the Imperial Ballroom. Only the
man in the wheelchair and the man in shirtsleeves remained. They sat
across the room from each other, each encircled by newsmen.
“Governor Wallace, Democratic leaders are saying you can’t possibly
win the nomination, that you’ll run out of gas.”
“That isn’t true. I’ve got lots of gas... I’ve never had anybody but the
people with me anyway.”
“Governor Longley, can you foresee the day when you might go back
to the Democratic Party?”
“I’m tremendously disappointed with some of the leadership of the
Democratic Party. I think at the very least some of them who played the
political game could have been at least neutral. I didn’t want their
support because I was a former Democrat. But I don’t think that I or
the State of Maine was deserving of the type of attack that some of
them have taken upon themselves to direct at us.”
From one side, from the other:
Wallace: “I don’t care where you are from or what you think about,
the issues are the same — crime, law and order, and the reordering of
national priorities.”
Longley: “I think people want more law and order. I think people
want more fiscal responsibility. . . I think America is sick and tired of
supporting the ne’er-do-well.”
Wallace: “We must get away from the idea of giving away great gobs
of money as a solution to all domestic and foreign problems.”
Longley: “The system is not working. Southeast Asia, you name it.
But what is Kissinger doing now? Where are we? Aren’t we entitled to
know what are the commitments to China and Russia? Where are we
with Cuba? So the system isn’t working.”
Wallace: “The ultra-liberals of the far left helped to bring us to the
brink because they make more noise, the limousine liberals who tax
people and take away their money.”
Longley: “This is why labor left the Democratic Party, this is why Jim
Longley got such a substantial labor vote. Some of the wheelers and
dealers and free spenders in that party who are committing tomorrow’s
dollars to advance their own political ambitions. .
Wallace: “We’re against big government. Big government is the
enemy.”
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Longley: “Big government. That’s the trouble with America. Big
government, big business and big labor.”

***
Jim Longley never yelled nigger. His was a milder brand of smoke —
but it got in your eyes just the same. And what came through your tears,
in place of what you thought you had caught a glimpse of, were the
shadowy images of anyone you had any reason to resent or distrust or
envy, anyone who had ever exercised an advantage over you. A union
official, a businessman, an editorial writer, a teacher, a lawyer, a tax
assessor, the politician who raised your taxes, the driving license
examiner who gave you a hard time. That was the thing about smoke.
Longley also had his rednecks. They usually wore white collars.
“Just go to the state houses and listen to the do-gooders telling you
that the government can do more for people than you can as a
businessman — these people who want to tear the free enterprise sys
tem down!” Longley’s voice resounded through a Boston banquet room
on an autumn day in 1975, a few months after his return from New
Orleans. The room was filled with insurance agents who sat nodding
their agreement.
“I tell you this: the average man in the street is going to continue to
take all he can get from government if the leaders he has helped send to
the state houses and Washington continue to do the same.”
“What we need is leadership,” he said. He had taken off his
eyeglasses and was swiping them in various directions, as though
dispensing something holy upon the heads of the agents. “My
insurance friends all over the world are talking to their friends about
the independent governor of Maine... Independents are going to shape
the political world in the years ahead. . . People are going to wake up
and find they are encircled by the third party column.”
“I speak for the majority,” he said as he concluded. “And the
majority are fed up with the minority who burn the American flag and
take the prayers out of the schools!”
The insurance agents adjourned to a barroom in the Sheraton Boston
Hotel.
“Great speech,” one of them said.
“Especially there toward the end. What he said about minorities,”
said another.
“It’s rare to hear a politician knock minorities nowadays.”
“It’s refreshing.”
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“He’s some kind of guy.”
“Did you hear what he called them up in Maine?” a third asked.
“Pimps.”
“He's some kind of guy.”
In San Francisco, a week after meeting Wallace in New Orleans,
Longley had gone before another convention of insurancemen — his
confreres of the Million Dollar Roundtable — to sound a call to arms.
“I think one of the proudest accomplishments of the Million Dollar
Roundtable could be at the next general election to have a long list of
its members who are candidates for the state legislatures, Congress, the
Senate and governor... I don’t know of any organization that has more
influence in the countries of the free world. . . or an organization that I
have said previously could elect a president or a senator or even more
important, could help bring world peace and insure the contribution of
free men and women in the free world.”
The insurance salesmen, who probably never quite realized their
importance to mankind and perhaps did not sense that their former
president might be talking about himself, were inspired further by a
verse he recited by Thoreau. It told about drumbeats. The verse hung in
a prominent place among the framed aphorisms on the wall of his State
House office back in Maine. He said it was a gift from someone who
thought it applied to him.
“ ‘If a man does not keep pace with his companions,
Perhaps it is because he hears a different drummer.
Let him step to the music which he hears,
However measured or far away.’ ”
“Be proud of what you’re doing,” Longley said in bidding the
salesman farewell. “Walk tall.”
In a Baptist Church in Bangor, Maine, he blended the style of a
Wallace with the words of another politician — from the dust of whose
disgrace he himself had risen — in a Sunday morning sermon in honor
of law and order.
He was the guest of Reverend Buddy Frankland, who was as big a
success in selling religion as Longley was at selling cash-value
insurance. Frankland had built a two million dollar church, with a fleet
of fourteen big buses for bringing in the sheep, the biggest, fastest
growing Baptist church in Maine.
The congregation was seated; the governor was late. Buddy
Frankland had them sing “My Country ‘Tis of Thee.” Suddenly there
was a stir at the back: he was here.
He came marching down the red carpeted center aisle escorted by
flag bearers and cadets carrying rifles. They trooped past rows of cheap
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print dresses and neat haircuts, past pews filled with uniformed state
troopers and sheriffs deputies.
“Thank God for Governor Longley!” Frankland cried joyously from
his pulpit.
“Amen!” the congregation chorused.
“We pray for him every day. . .”
“Amen!”
“. . .this man God has placed in office.”
The governor was wearing his Think About It button. He
congratulated Frankland for his “courageous stand” two years earlier
when the minister had joined Artemus Weatherbee (Embassador,
retired) in speaking out against the University of Maine homosexuals.
Longley then went on to bemoan the moral decline of society And
stress the need for strong authority.
“Very candidly, folks,” Jim Longley said, “I feel children as well as
adults not only need discipline but they want discipline.”
But as much as he must have thrilled to the hallelujahs in other states
and other towns, he could not keep the triumphant feeling of the
conqueror from dissipating when he came home. In his capital of
Augusta, critics still focused on matters less dramatic than insurance
persons on the barricades, still raised questions less global than what
Henry Kissinger was up to. Legislators carped about his impoundment
of funds they had appropriated for human services programs, and
threatened to take him to court. The state’s attorney general, claiming
Longley had misrepresented his position on a conflict of interest
appointment, refused to meet with him in private any more. The Maine
Times, writing about his evangelical missions about the country,
accused him of using a lovely, innocent state to advance his future
political ambitions.
Despite his panegyrizing of the delights of political independence
and his glorying in the publicity his status brought him, the handicaps
of being a politician without a party were all too evident. Not that he
especially needed a party to promote his ideas and programs, since he
offered virtually none, except for government to do less than it did — or
sometimes more for less money. But without a base of power in the
Legislature he was not always able to block other people’s ideas and
programs from becoming law.
He had given some thought to formalizing his “Longley For Me.”
organization into a real party. But the 1976 elections were fast
approaching and he decided there was no time. With the override of his
veto of the school funding income tax bill to fire him on, he launched
instead a drive to secure seats for a bloc of conservative,
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independent-minded legislators (excluding people like Spike Carey who
were a little too independent-minded) with which the party leaderships
would have to deal.
As part of his campaign, he mailed out kits informing people how to
enter elections as independents. He ran advertisements in newspapers
urging anyone who supported him to run. The same message went out
in his newsletter to Longley Legionnaires. He circulated the voting
records of incumbent legislators according to two categories: Against
Governor’s Position and For Governor’s Position. He broke the lists
down further into legislators he ranked as Very Fiscally Responsible
(only three out of 184, according to him), Fiscally Responsible and
Fiscally Inclined. Others got into the act. A group called Interested
Citizens bought advertising space to publish the names of incumbents
it deemed to be financially untrustworthy. Longley denied any
involvement or knowledge of its campaign. The co-chairman, it turned
out, were James Halkett, a former Longley Commission member who
had headed up Longley’s campaign organization in Bangor and was
associated with his insurance business, and Everett Gray, a campaign
contributor who had been a college classmate of Longley.
Thirty independents — three times the number in the previous elec
tion — entered the field vying for legislative seats. Longley, probably
unsure exactly who they were, decided to publicly endorse only two —
his sister Connie, who was running for the Senate from Lewiston, and
George Call, also of Lewiston, who was seeking re-election to the House
as the Legislature’s only incumbent independent.
Longley endorsed twenty-four other candidates, twenty Republicans
and four Democrats. Included in his Republican selections were a pair
of followers of Reverend Buddy Frankland, who was delving deeper
into politics. After failing to persuade legislators to uphold Longley’s
veto of the income tax bill for schools, Frankland had led members of
his flock — many of them registering as Republicans that same day —
into Bangor where the Republican city caucus was in progress.
Outnumbering the party regulars, they elected themselves as delegates
to the state convention. Now, with the governor’s support, they were
aiming higher.
Once again the denouncements of professional politicians,
bureaucrats, special interests, welfare chislers, unemployment free
loaders and socialists were dished up for Maine voters as Longley took
to the campaign trail in behalf of his slate. Although he wasn’t trying to
tell them how to vote, he told the crowds, the alternative to electing his
twenty-six candidates would be for Maine and America to slide deeper
into the abyss of socialism.
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“I can only say to the voters of Maine,” he warned, “that if they
want to continue to see America given away dollar by dollar and want to
continue to see some people rewarded more for not working than for
working, or see some people who would rather be on welfare than stand
on their own two feet, then you should get out November second and
vote for liberal spenders. . .and I recognize your right to do so.”
After a long, rambling recitation of his love for orphans and other
unfortunate children before a meeting of foster parents in Auburn (his
own Mom and Dad had dreamed of opening a home for waifs, he said),
he spelled out his criteria for a legislator, advising the foster parents not
of the qualities to look for in a candidate but how to spot a professional
politician.
“Be wary of the candidate who makes his living off the political
system and who makes his or her life work political campaigning and
ward healing and doesn’t appear to earn a paycheck, yet lives better
than some people who work for a living.”
He didn’t mention Louis Jalbert’s name, but his omission was not
lost on the hometown crowd. You could picture Jalbert sitting in
Marois’ Restaurant across the river, talking politics. He called the
residents of his district his people. He had spent half his life in a
Legislature that paid starvation wages, yet he wore expensive suits and
carried a big wad of bills in his front pocket. “You can do
anything to me,” he’d say, patting the money, “but leave my heart
alone.”
***

After being knocked off in the South by Jimmy Carter, George
Wallace opted against a third party run for the White House, so Jim
Longley had no chance to test his third party predictions nationally.
Eugene McCarthy was on the ticket as a lone independent, but it was
obvious his campaign was going nowhere. Besides, he was much too
liberal for Longley. The' governor joined McCarthy in a Supreme Court
challenge of election laws allocating federal money for party
candidates, but did nothing for his campaign. Instead, he endorsed
Ford. It came as no surprise. Ever since their first meeting, when the
brand new governor had pinned a Think About It button on the
President’s lapel, Longley had expressed awe of him. “A great human
being who inherited the toughest job in the world at the worst time in
history,” he called him. In return, President Ford had been good to
him. He invited him to the White House. He listened to his account of
his extraordinary election in Maine. He helped to show him why it
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would be a disaster for the Republicans to nominate Ronald Reagan.
And he made him see it also would be a mistake for Americans to elect
a person like Jimmy Carter, who had once pointed out that nowhere in
the Constitution of the United States, the Declaration of Indepen
dence, the Bill of Rights, the Emancipation Proclamation or the Old or
New Testaments could you find two of Longley’s favorite words,
economy and efficiency.
Seeing his duty, Longley trooped before a convention of American
Legionnaires in Portland to boost the President by maligning the
Democratic nominee.
“I would be less than my father’s son if I failed to challenge Mr.
Carter tonight to stop talking out of both sides of his mouth and give us
some straight answers.” (This from a man who could give reporters
such answers as, “The supposition on which your question is asked is a
question that I have so may I address that supposition?”)
“I’d like him to stop hiding behind Webster’s Dictionary, stop
insulting the American people and start telling the American people
where he stands,” Jim Longley said. He told the Legionnaires he could
understand Ford pardoning Richard Nixon; but he could not accept
Carter forgiving Vietnam draft evaders.
“I’d like to ask him how he feels that on the one hand he’s qualified
to be commander-in-chief of our armed forces when he satisfies the
liberals who burn our flags and cop out on America and says that he’ll
pardon those who ran out on their country?
“Tell me, Mr. Carter, tell America, Mr. Carter, how you could
possibly be our commander-in-chief and have any discipline or show
me, Mr. Carter, any coach who has an honorable team on the field, let
alone a winning or a loyal team, who says to the second and third team:
‘Don’t bother to come out on the field when the whistle blows, hide
behind the locker, let the first team take the beating, we’ll still give you
your sweater and trophy’?
“That isn’t what has made the American team the winning team of
freedom and democracy,” he reminded the conventioneers.
Longley had more at stake than preventing the pardoning of
Americans in exile. With Carter in the White House, he might not get
invited there anymore. Ford, on the other hand, had even suggested
there might be a place for him somewhere in Washington when his
term ended in Augusta.
But when the 1976 elections were over, his friend Gerald Ford had
lost.
So had half the legislative candidates he had endorsed.
Connie lost.
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George Call lost.
Every independent on the ballot lost.
Buddy Frankland’s new Republicans lost.
One of his Very Responsible Fiscally legislators lost as well as some
who merely Fiscally Responsible and several of the lesser Fiscally
Inclined.
Harvey DeVane was beaten by a Republican but enough professional
politicians, unAmericans, pimps and other Democrats were re-elected
to give the party he had spent two years bitterly berating control of the
House — and the Legislature — once more. Louis Jalbert was back; so
was Spike Carey and Richard Spencer.
Jim Longley said he wouldn’t comment on the outcome because that
would be second-guessing, which was an insult to the voters who had
spoken. He said, however, he thought the losers were really winners and
he wasn't going to engage in a “numbers game” with the press over
which party had the most seats and he thought that Eugene McCarthy
had been the victim of “one of the greatest violations of equal rights in
the history of the country” because the press hadn’t paid much
attention to him and the League of Women Voters hadn’t invited him
to take part in the television debates between Jimmy Carter and
President Ford.
Some political writers had said the election was as close as Maine
would come — barring a future campaign of his own — to a referen
dum on Jim Longley. Although a poll taken only a month earlier gave
him a fifty per cent approval rating, the defeats of his sister and George
Call by Democrats in his home town, where his Dad had collected
streetcar tickets and his grandfather had been laid off on Christmas
Eve, had the appearances of a rebuff. Two years had passed since he
had run. The national economy had improved, the little red and green
pennants had been removed from the gas stations, Richard Nixon was a
bad memory and George Call and Connie had gone campaigning with
eyes of less intensity than messianic blue.
Autumn gave way to a cold winter. Spring came late. Black flies bit
people working in their gardens. The number of unemployed fluctuated
with the season. Many people were poor. Food cost more. Oil prices
rose. Some new industries trickled into Maine, some trickled out.
Person(s) unknown threw paint at the Penobscot Indian Reservation
sign on Interstate 95. Governor James B. Longley introduced a
“people’s budget” of eight hundred and sixty million dollars which was
one hundred and sixty million dollars more than his previous record
high budget and which gave many departments more money than they
had before except the University of Maine which got less because the
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governor was still punishing it for defying him sometime a long time
ago. No one knew how many state employees there were.
The morale of state employees was at the lowest ebb anyone could
remember. Doctors were reporting a marked increase in the number of
civil servants being treated for depression, or “Longley’s disease” as it
had come to be known in the capital. The only thing state workers
could do was to paste bumper stickers on their cars. “Happiness is a
New Governor,” the stickers said forlornly. “Think Again.”
He saw the stickers. He didn’t want their love. Respect was more
important.
He wrote to President Carter that he’d help him all he could. When
Hubert Humphrey died, Jim Longley revealed that it had been the
Minnesota senator “as much as any public figure” — Lester Pearson
and John Gardner presumably included — who had been responsible
for his decision to run for governor back in 1974. The public still
couldn’t get into his office. His department heads still wondered who
advised him on matters about which they should have been advising
him.
He still sounded his warnings.
“After four years of virtual one-party rule in Washington,” he said in
the wake of the elections, ignoring the fact that for the past eight years
rule in Washington had been divided distinctly between the two parties
with a Republican presidency and a Democratic Congress, “I believe
there is going to be a very real possibility of a third party or a coalition
emerging at the national level.”
The elections left him as lonely as ever in his State House. Without a
nucleus of independents to which their votes might attach, the fifteen
successful candidates whom he had endorsed went with their parties
instead of with him. He vetoed another school funding bill. He was
overridden.
With no party to support him in the Legislature and to do the things
that parties do — to act as a sounding board and conduit for new ideas,
to define goals, adopt principles, reconcile conflicting interests — Jim
Longley still governed in a vacuum and still boasted of it as a virtue,
relying on a coterie of small businessmen for vision, on timid staff for
opposing points of view, on admiring letter writers, whose expressions
of support he shamelessly solicited, for his mandate.
But the bulk of the letters seemed to come from afar, where people
knew him least. His opponents at close range, who thought they knew
him best, believed him to be form without substance and waited for the
voters inevitably to hear his hollow sound. Yet as politicians and
members of Maine’s intelligensia gathered at cocktail parties and
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traded their funniest stories about the governor’s antics, their laughter
increasingly took on a nervous quality as they sensed that for each new
enemy he made in Augusta his popularity increased in the hinterlands.
Informal samplings of voter opinion did nothing to ease their fears.
“Much of what he does is an illusion, and people close by, in
Augusta, in the State House, can see that,” a former member of
Longley’s personal staff told a journalist one day. “All this stuff about
economy, efficiency and effectiveness — they know it’s pure horseshit.
And how he’s bringing in all kinds of industries because of his secret
trips. You can do anything with statistics.
“But what is real, is that when he talks about all the bad guys he’s
defending the people against, it stirs up people who don’t know any
better. He dumps on state employees, and the people here say, Why you
bastard. But go twenty miles beyond Augusta and everytime he dumps
on someone here, he get all kinds of cheers out there. And make no
mistake about it, that’s his motivation: the cheers.”
Jim Longley pointed out that professional politicians still thought
more of themselves and their reelection than of people. Bureaucrats
still practiced unresponsiveness. Special interests, which seemed to
have multiplied and divided so that they now included just about any
group or anybody with any interest at all, were still selfish. Thanks to
his vigilance, however, the sum of their evil had abated somewhat.
“I think we see less political football going on and less wheeling and
dealing on the pork barrel,” he said.
Because he had his own set of definitions, Jim Longley still could
convince himself — and apparently those who cheered him on — that
although he received fifty thousand dollars a year from the profession
of politics, he was not a professional politician while legislators, whose
salaries had climbed to three thousand dollars a year, were.
Warning the people of enemies who lurked, power plots against
him. A fist pounding complaints against an unrestricted press, liberal
writers. Adults needing discipline. By now it was a ritual song.
The race won, he kept running, a professional anti-politician.
The question was, where was he headed?
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is future was a problem.
He had promised in his 1974 campaign to serve but one term as
governor. He had promised not to use the governorship as a
stepping stone to higher office. He had promised to return to his
insurance business.
He was a man of his word — he had said so many times — yet the
pressure was building for him to break his word and to run again — for
something — for anything.
The pressure came from his friends, his Legionnaires, from people
who disliked professional politicians and entrenched bureaucrats.
It had begun building almost from the moment in May 1977 when,
with a year and a half remaining in his term, he first let it be known
that he might go back on his promise.
“I have no intention of allowing professional politicians or one or
more bureaucrats to treat me like a lame duck,” he told a news
conference one day. What he had pledged in his campaign, he said,
“doesn’t mean I don’t have the right to change my mind.”
“If anybody says you or this governor isn’t going to be around,” he
advised his cabinet members, “tell them not to count on it.”
Every time the subject came up, he’d say much the same thing. “I am
not playing a game,” he told reporters who wondered whether it was
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not all a ploy — as some Longley aides suggested — to maintain his
position vis-a-vis the Legislature. “When I said that I reserved the right
to change my mind, I meant it.”
His former Team Leaders with whom he still met regularly for advice
and his “people advisors” with whom he talked politics acted as if the
stage were being set for something.
“If the Legislature impedes his progress for purely political reasons,”
warned Hal Gosselin, the public relations man who was editor of
Longley’s private newsletter, “then you’ll see Jim Longley decide to stay
in politics. If his progress is hindered he’ll become more determined.”
“After he was elected,” Robert Pacios, Longley’s accountant and key
member of his kitchen cabinet, would reminisce, “we used to kid that
after four years as governor Jim could run for Hathaway’s seat in the
Senate. And after two years it would be 1980 and the presidency would
be up for grabs and Jim would run for that. And we felt that if Jim
Longley wanted to be president, by God, he would be president.”
The 1978 election year no sooner had begun than Longley, dipping
into a healthy surplus produced by a recovered national economy and
by the income tax reforms that had been passed over his veto, unveiled
a plan to mail up to fifty dollars to every Maine taxpayer and to cut
state corporate and personal income taxes by five per cent. Although
Republican legislators — after a sudden about-face — embraced the
plan, and although Democratic lawmakers — so as not to be accused in
an election year of blocking tax refunds — were compelled to go along,
both parties tagged the governor’s idea as a gimmick foreshadowing a
future Longley campaign. (State House newsmen suspected that
Republican leaders wanted to strike a deal with Longley: his
withdrawal in exchange for their support for his tax rebate plan.
Republicans were worried that another Longley campaign, with its
appeal to conservatives, would further erode their party, which had
been losing ground to the Democrats for years.)
One month later, in a special February edition of his Report From
Jim Longley newsletter, Longley announced that “literally thousands of
Maine people have urged me to continue in public office.”
The newsletter, which went on to claim that had he not been
governor, “taxes and spending could and most likely would be one
hundred million dollars or more higher,” included a questionnaire
asking whether he should run for reelection or for “some other office”
— presumably the U.S. Senate.
Since the newsletter was mailed exclusively to his Longley
Legionnaires, the response was as expected. Hardly anyone wanted him
to retire. Most wanted him to go for the governorship again. Paul
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Reynolds, the Bangor Daily News editorial writer who had talked his
paper into endorsing Longley in 1974, answered the questionnaire with
a lead editorial. “One more term, governor,” Reynolds wrote. “Maine
needs you more than either Washington or the insurance business.”
Longley called the response “overwhelming and mighty heart-warm
ing.” It brought to a peak the pressure for him to forget what he had
promised and, for the sake of the people, to run again.
Between the races for the governorship and the Senate, the former
appeared to be the easier one for Longley to win. He would be running
as the incumbent, which automatically gave him an advantage in terms
of ability to command public attention and to speak authoritatively on
state issues. And although organized groups surely would be arrayed
against him — labor, teachers, state employees, the elderly — to men
tion just a handful of those he had alienated during his Blaine House
years — and although the two political parties this time would not
ignore him, none of the declared party candidates seemed to be a match
for Longley in arousing the passions of the electorate.
The Senate race, on the other hand, offered a contest between two
strong and articulate candidates: William Hathaway, the Democratic
incumbent, who had upset a Maine institution named Margaret Chase
Smith in the Senate election six years earlier; and Congressman
William Cohen, the Maine Republican Party’s handsome young
superstar who had winged to national heights in 1974 when, as a
member of the Judiciary Committee of the U.S. House of Represen
tatives, he had voted with the Democratic majority to impeach Richard
Nixon.
The chance that Longley might enter the Senate contest excited
Maine conservatives, who detested both Hathaway and Cohen for their
liberal ways. Charlotte Iserbyt, founder of the Maine Conservative
Union and a sometime guest at the Blaine House, glowed over the
prospect of “killing off two red birds with one stone.” Conceivably,
Longley could drain enough conservative and disgruntled voters from
each of them — as he had done from the party gubernatorial candi
dates in 1974 — to win, even if it meant winning, again, with less than a
majority.
Longley, by law, had until April 1 to make up his mind. Party
candidates and party leaders waited uneasily. Polls they were
commissioning showed Longley’s popularity grown to such an extent
that Robert Monks, the multi-millionnaire who ran the Maine
Republican Party, compared Longley’s position in Maine politics to
that of Muhammed Ali in boxing ten years earlier. “You’d be crazy to
want to get into the ring with him,” he said.
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Before long, Ken Curtis spoke out. The former governor now was in
Washington in his new job as chairman of the Democratic National
Committee.
If Longley ran for reelection or for the Senate, Curtis told the Bangor
Daily News, it would mean that he had “lied to the people of Maine” in
1974.
What’s more, Curtis said, Longley lied to him in 1972 when he
promised not to use the Maine Management and Cost Survey for
political purposes.
Longley couldn’t let that pass.
“I hope he doesn’t let himself be pressured any further into gutter
politics,” he said of Curtis, adding forcefully, if assumptively:
“I will not let the White House pressure me out of office.”
Among those trying to guess what the governor would do were a few
political writers and old State House hands who believed Longley would
try for neither the Senate nor the Blaine House in 1978. Their theory
was that he would return to Lewiston — but only long enough to set his
business affairs in order; then he would set off on a national crusade on
behalf of independent politics, hitched, perhaps, to a vehicle such as
the Conservative Caucus.
The Caucus was chaired by one of Longley’s underdogs, New
Hampshire Governor Meldrim Thompson (a favorite of the Manchester
Union-Leader’s reactionary publisher, William Loeb) and brained by
Howard Phillips, Nixon’s dismantler of the Anti-Poverty Program.
William Rusher, publisher of the conservative National Review, was the
Caucus’ chief theoretician. Longley had read Rusher’s political
theories and often echoed them: a new party, embracing conservative
Republicans, Democrats and independents, would soon rise to take its
place beside the other two parties, eventually to replace one of them —
most likely the Republican Party — as a force to counter the prevailing
liberal voices of labor unions, welfare rights groups, environmentalists,
consumer advocates and organizations like Common Cause. Longley
admitted conferring with Thomson about the subject. He said he was
keeping his options open.
Virtually no one believed that Longley would simply return to private
life and stay there — not even Jimmy McGregor, who probably knew
him better than anyone.
“There's no way — no way — I can see Jim Longley just going back
to Lewiston and selling insurance,” McGregor said.

***
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Because Jim Longley was an early riser, so were the people who
worked for him. At seven o’clock on Friday morning, March 31, 1978,
Jimmy McGregor and Longley’s communications coordinator, Ralph
Lowe, were waiting in McGregor’s office for their boss to appear. They
had been working on several versions of a statement announcing
Longley’s future to the people of Maine.
They were among the few people who had known for several days
that Longley — despite the orchestrated urgings of his admirers — had
no intention of running again — at least not now. Each of the versions
of the statement he had directed them to draft was an announcement
that he would go back to his insurance business.
Four days earlier, while they were having coffee, Longley had
confided to his advertising man, Jack Havey:
“Jack, I don’t know of anything at this time that you could say that
would possibly change my mind.”
Money was one of the things on Jim Longley’s mind. As governor he
frequently had complained of the financial hardship of having to get by
on a governor’s pay. Even in a relatively inactive year he could make
twice as much money selling insurance. The business contacts he had
made during his years as Maine’s chief executive weren’t going to hurt
his future business prospects, either.
Moreover, the profitability of his insurance agency depended to a
large extent on his presence. As its head, he received not only
commissions on insurance he sold but a percentage of the total business
written by his associates. Much of this he reinvested in the agency.
“What many people do not realize is that much of the business
involves franchise work,” he had explained to an interviewer in June of
1976. “If I do not return to the company after four years, the company
could depreciate by as much as fifty per cent. I cannot stay away for
more than four years. . .not even four years and four months.”
He also was nagged by his promise. Even though he had been
instrumental in creating and maintaining the pressure on himself to
break his promise, he worried that if he were to submit to it, people
might indeed say, as Curtis had said, that he had told a lie. Then people
might call him a politician.
A third factor also had to be considered. If he were to run, he would
be exposing himself and his record to party sharp-shooters who this
time were not about to let him out of their sights. The emotional cost
would be enormous. But if he removed himself from any 1978 race, he
removed his performance from any hard public scrutiny. The campaign
contestants would be far too busy dealing with each other to try to make
an issue of the record of a person not even in the running. At some
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future date, when memories had faded just enough, he could reemerge
to seek whatever he cared to seek. Still intact would be his
self-promoted image as the idealist who had battled the professional
politicians to do good deeds for the “real people” — and who kept his
word.
The statement McGregor and Lowe were waiting to review with
Longley made it clear that what people thought of him, and would
think of him, was utmost in his mind.
“In the final analysis, in pondering my own decision relative to
seeking reelection,” the statement read, “I kept reaching the same
inescapable conclusion, the conclusion being that nothing we have
accomplished in this term or might accomplish in a second term would
be as important and long-lasting as a clear demonstration to the people
of Maine that this governor continued to keep his word.”
After a few minutes, Longley arrived. The pressure he had placed
himself under showed in his face. He briefly looked over the statement,
then carried it away with him to work on alone. McGregor and Lowe
were to be in McGregor’s office at 11:45 a.m., when he would return.
Thereafter the office staff would be assembled, and Longley would
break the news to them. At one p.m. he would inform his cabinet. The
statement would then be released to the press, and he would be
unavailable for comment until the following week.
Sharply at 11:45 Longley returned. He placed the statement in front
of Lowe.
“This,” he said, “is the final decision.”
Longley started to go out, then paused dramatically in the doorway.
For a long while he stood there, his eyes lowered, saying nothing.
McGregor and Lowe were silent. At last the governor turned to them.
“Well, let’s go do it,” he said.
***

For months he had asserted that in his case running again would not
be breaking a promise but only changing his mind; and though he
confessed in his statement that deciding whether to change his mind
had been “one of the most difficult decisions, if not the most difficult,
of my life to date,” he expressed surprise that people were surprised at
his decision — as if there had been any reason to think that he would
not have kept his “word to the people.”
The drama done, press and politicians applauded wildly, as at the
conclusion of a good play. Editorialists extolled him as “a man of his
word.” Party candidates and cadres who once had laughed and said he
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was crazy blew laudatory words to him as if they were kisses. Banner
headlines were his, and pages of glowing copy — play he never would
have received if he had simply said all along that he had made a
promise and would keep it.
Among those who grieved over the announcement was his friend and
supporter, Reverend Buddy Frankland, who said Longley’s withdrawal
“just makes me feel sick.” He recovered sufficiently to summon
newsmen to the Bangor Baptist Church a few days later to announce his
own candidacy for governor. He said he would run in Jim Longley’s
place, as an independent, to carry on Jim Longley’s policies.
The following week Longley came out of seclusion to meet the press.
He said that although he was leaving office, he would remain vigilant
until the end.
“I intend to leave no stone unturned to avoid becoming a lame duck
governor and allow one or more politicians or one or more bureaucrats
to use and abuse this system of government,” he said. “I will take
action wherever and whenever necessary to make certain that the will
and the needs of the people are served.”
He would not speculate on his political future but he let it be known
that he was very concerned about the drift of national affairs,
particularly about unnamed persons who, he said, wanted to divide
America.
“I am speaking of the growing evidence that there are many who
would totally forsake the free enterprise system which has made
America the greatest nation on earth and who would divide the wealth
and the land, and who would parcel it out and take from those who
have worked and achieved and give it to those who have not.”
Soon he was off on a sentimental journey to an insurance convention.
The members of the Million Dollar Roundtable were meeting in
Honolulu, and they paid once again for his trip. It was the last time he
would address them as governor of Maine.
After sounding his old theory that the future of the free world
depended very much upon life insurance salesmen (“I say this because
it’s more than coincidental that the greater the socialism and
communism in any given nation, the less life insurance. . .there is
present”), he struck into the territory of the future with a warning and a
prediction:
“The opposition is united. All the way from the liberal spenders to
those who want more and more government control and socialism, to
the bureaucrats and those elected officials who oppose and vote against
everything people like you stand for. . .
“After almost four years in government, I am convinced that the
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changes necessary to get America back on the course designed by our
founding fathers cannot be entrusted solely to the two major political
parties.”
He once had said that he hoped his independent candidacy and
governorship would strengthen the two political parties, make them put
forward better candidates. But that was before he had heard his first
hallelujah, before political columnists began writing about him and the
thunder on the right. He read polls showing forty per cent of American
voters counting themselves as independents. He predicted their number
would double in the next decade. And who better than Jim Longley
could stake a claim to be their spokesman?
And he would hear the drums.
He had marched to them in the beginning; he was marching to them
still.
Once, when he had been only a quarter of the way through his term,
he had invited a national network reporter into his office to tell about
the drums.
He was trying to resist their beat.
His eyes were wide and mobile, as if they had lives of their own. The
reporter, Lee McCarthy of NBC, felt uneasy. He tried to bring Longley
back to Maine. What about the trouble he was having with the
Legislature, with the press, with his opponents? McCarthy asked.
That? All that was being orchestrated from Washington, Longley
replied, by professional politicians who feared him.
“They're afraid of where I’m going to go.”
Then, with the NBC camera still rolling, Longley leaned close to the
reporter to confide a secret, something just between the two of them —
and the million or more Americans who would be watching the NBC
Sunday Night News on Feburary 1, 1976.
“Let me say something that’s never been said,” Jim Longley
whispered into the NBC microphone.
“I don’t want to get into national politics if I can possibly avoid it —
but somebody like me could win.”
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“Everyone said Jim Longley was crazy . . . ”

Jim Longley shocked everyone when he singlehandedly upset

the two political parties to become not only governor of Maine
but what political writers began calling a prototype for
post-Watergate politicians. Willis Johnson shocks everyone all

over again with his funny, sad, analytical, entertaining, tender,
bruising story of one of today’s most fascinating political
characters.

